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Description: 

Darth Vader/Padmé Amidala. Very AU. ROTS up to ESB. Padmé is placed in hibernation after her force-bond with 
Anakin keeps her among the living. Nobody anticipates that Lord Vader himself will discover her. When she is 
awakened, she must face the ghosts of her past to save the ones she loves. Will she be able to forgive one Dark Lord 


of the Sith? Some dark and emotional themes. 


1. Prologue 


Prologue 


The pain is unbearable. I feel as if someone is viciously ripping my body to pieces. I hear a 
scream ring out and somehow I know it’s my own. It rings painfully in my ears as I turn my 
head. I manage to look up. Obi-Wan is beside me; his face tense. I hear a baby cry out. The 
Medical droid’s soft voice speaks; I close my eyes with a wave of pain. 


“Tsita oido.” 
I took a deep breath, words still struggling to come. 
‘It’s a boy,’ I thought, still unable to speak. I gathered precious air into my lungs. 


“Luke,” I breathed. Bittersweet happiness filled my heart when I saw him. “Oh Luke,” I 
repeated as I reached to touch his face. Another wave of pain took hold; sharp and 
unforgiving. I screamed again, my eyes beginning to tear. The pain began to subside as 
quickly as it started and the droid spoke again. 


“Tsita oida.” 

Obi-Wan’s voice narrated my thoughts. “It’s a girl.” 

The rush of sad happiness filled my mind again. My breathing was harsh and rapid. 
“Leia,” I managed. 

My eyes fluttered and I struggled to form words. 


“Obi-Wan, there’s good in him... I know... I know there’s still...” I gasped, my head 
falling to the side. The bright birthing room began to fade and my ears began to ring. 


“No! Anakin!” My breath caught in my throat.’ How could he do this to me?’ I tried to 
scream, but no sound came. My eyes blurred. My chest burned. A familiar voice rang out 
among my internal chaos. 


“Let her go, Anakin!” 
I felt my face begin to numb, the sulfur burning my eyes. 


*I cant breathe... Anakin... please...’ I gasped. My mouth formed the words, but barely 
any sound came. Only the searing wind of the planet and my desperate choking met my ears. 
Then blackness, nothing. 


My eyes opened again. I looked around rapidly, trying to figure out where I was. I glanced 
down, my eyes fixating on someone on a hoverbed below me. The familiar yet foreign walls 
of Polis Massa surrounded her. 


That’s me! started to panic, my chest tightening with every breath. Where am I? Why can I 
see myself? 


Are the twins alright?Questions raced through my mind, faster than a skiff. I closed my 
eyes again, willing myself to calm down. 


I must be dreaming,| thought, hallucinating... or dead.The latter wasn’t very comforting. It 
seemed impossible, like a dramatic story on the HoloNews. I relaxed and focussed on waking 
up. Nothing happened. 


Wonderful. 


I opened my eyes, trying to make the body below me do anything. Hoping by some strange 
miracle it would. Cold fear seeped into my chest, not being able to wake myself I began to 
panic. My recent memories rushed through my head. 


“Padmé, I need your help. He’s in grave danger.” 
I hear my voice, strained and worried, ‘From the Sith?’ 


Terror ripped through me, the thought of Anakin dying unbearable. Obi-Wan started 
speaking again, his voice becoming soft and tender. 


“From himself... Padmé, Anakin has turned to the dark side.” 


The fear and anger gripped at my throat, denial causing me to become disoriented. I shook 
my head. My voice sounded foreign as bile began to rise in my throat. 
‘You’re wrong! How could you even say that?’ 


Obi-Wan turned away from me and paced forward. He sounded tormented. 


“I have seen a security hologram of him,” he paused. My palms began to sweat, my head 
began to tingle. 


“_..Killing younglings.” 
Shock made me reel. I attempted to regain my composure. 


‘Not Anakin!’ I felt as if I was suffocating. My voice rose higher and became shaky. ‘He 
couldn!’ 


Obi-Wan turned, looking back at me. My breathing became harsh, I knew more unwelcome 
words were coming. 


“He was deceived by a lie. We all were. It appears that the Chancellor is behind 
everything, including the war. Palpatine is the Sith Lord we’ve been looking for. After the 
death of Count Dooku, Anakin became his new apprentice.” Sweat began to dot my brow. 


I couldn’ look at Obi-Wan; I needed to sit. My head span, I felt distant. 
‘I don’t believe you... I can't.’ 


My voice sounded parsecs away. I managed to find my way to the couch. Images swam in 
my eyes, my gaze locked on the empty wall across the room. I was only vaguely aware that 
Obi-Wan sat beside me. He spoke softly again, trying to soothe me, but urgency broke through 
his facade. 


“Padme, I must find him.” 


The bile rose further in my throat, and anger flushed my face. I knew what he wanted, what 
he felt was necessary. 


*You’re going to kill him, aren’t you?’ 

Again, I heard his falsely assuring voice, “He has become a very great threat.” 
In my head, frustration and anger formed words. 

How could he think I would betray Anakin? 


I wanted to scream at Obi-Wan, to make him see how cruel his intentions were, but I could 
only speak 2 words. 


‘IT can't.’ 


I looked away, trying to hide the hot tears that sprung to my eyes. I heard him move and I 
glanced down at the Japor snippet. 


“Anakin is the father, isn’t he?” Obi-Wan asked. I pretended I couldn’t hear him. His 
words ripped through me, tormenting my soul.I didn’t look up. I willed him to leave. “I’m so 
sorry.” 


Despair filled me and the anger threatened my composure once more. Sorry wouldn’t stop 
him, sorry wouldn't change what he was about to do. Sorry wouldn't save the man I loved. 


I waited until I heard him leave before I allowed the tears to run down my face. I called 
Anakin’s name, hoping he would somehow respond. His words from the previous day entered 
my mind. 


“Please, wait for me.” I saw his face, concern hiding behind his smiling eyes. 
I couldn't. I couldn’t wait. I needed to warn him. 
The memory was broken as something caught my eye. 


My eyes darted to the movement. I saw Bail Organa and Obi-Wan Kenobi standing side by 
side in the viewing area. C-3P0 and R2D2 stood behind them. Obi-Wan was brushing his 
beard, a look of concern painted over his features. Bail’s mouth was turned down and his eyes 
seemed distant. 


Oh Maker no! 


Fear washed over me, my fingertips tingled, my throat felt like it was closing. I looked 
again at my motionless body on the hoverbed. 


I can’t be dead! No! Obi-Wan, I’m here... Look up!I breathed out, my head feeling light. 
Just breathe, Padmé. You can get yourself out of this. 


Another voice startled me. It was robotic, the sound of the vocoder echoing through the 
rooms. 


“ ..she is gone. There is nothing more we can do. I’m sorry.” 
My throat burned with fear and anger. Hot tears sprouted at my eyes. 


“Why can’t you see me?” I screamed, “I’m right here. Luke... Leia... They need me!” 


I stared down at my body again, this time I willed it to move, for my heart to beat, 
anything. My hope began to fade, and the harsh shadow of reality began to take over. I’m 
dead... The words tasted metallic, like blood. Dead.I repeated it over and over again. The 
words sounded distant, I still felt as if I was dreaming. 


Obi-Wan entered the room, sadness tainting his stormy eyes. 


“T’m sorry,” he whispered. I felt tears fill my eyes again. I tried to blink them away. He 
reached for a stray lock of hair and all of my emotion rushed to the surface. As his hand 
brushed my forehead, I shrieked. 


“Obi-Wan!” 


His hand recoiled in an instant. Shock flooded his face as he glanced back at Bail. Bail 
rushed into the room, his mouth pressed into a tight line, fighting to keep confusion at bay. 


“What happened?” Bail looked over Obi-Wan’s pale face. Obi-Wan didn’t answer. His 
thoughts were running rampant, he was unable to focus. Bail placed a hand on Obi-Wan’s 
shoulder, attempting to bring him out of his trance. 


“Obi-Wan,” he repeated, “What happened?” 


“The Force... She spoke to me through the Force.” Obi-Wan’s voice was soft, but riddled 
with emotion. “I....I heard her scream. She’s terrified, extremely upset.” 


He turned back, to look at my body. He knelt again and hesitantly placed his fingertips on 
my head. 


“Obi-Wan!” My voice cracked, as relief flooded through me. “I don’t know what’s going 
on. I see you, I hear you. I’m floating outside of my body. I need your help. I need to live!” 


Obi-Wan’s hand moved away again, a mixture of shock and relief on his face. He turned to 
look at Bail. 


“Bail, I need you to bring Master Yoda. Padmé is here, she is still speaking with me.” 


Bail stood for a moment, seemingly frozen. He looked at my motionless form, then back at 
Obi-Wan. Finally, he seemed to comprehend what Obi-Wan had just asked. Bail turned and 
rushed through the doorway. His boots clicked rapidly as he walked down towards the hangar 
bay. 


Obi-Wan turned back to the hoverbed. He moved to sit and closed his eyes. I knew he was 
trying to reach my energy through the Force. I watched him in his meditation, listening to the 
soft hush of his breathing. I could almost feel his presence next to me, yet nothing more 
happened. 


It seemed like an eternity before I heard the rhythmic clicking of Bail’s boots once again. 
In between his footfalls came another, harsher noise. It sounded like wood. 


Yoda’s gimer stick. 1 thought. Thank the Maker! 


Bail came into the room. Obi-Wan opened his eyes and stood slowly. Their eyes met; Obi- 
Wan nodded a silent thank you. Both of them turned as Yoda entered. 


“Obi-Wan. Padmé is here, you say?” Yoda questioned, his eyes scanning the room. Obi- 
Wan followed Yoda’s gaze, trying to figure out what the old Jedi was thinking. 


“Yes, Master Yoda. When I brushed away a piece of her hair, I heard her voice scream my 
name. I held my hand to her forehead and she spoke with me again. She wants to live, she 
asked for our help.” 


Obi-Wan glanced at Bail, and then back at Master Yoda. He started again. 


“She is using the Force as a medium. I tried meditation, and I could feel her energy. 
Unfortunately I could not speak with her again.” 


“Very unusual, this circumstance is.” Yoda sighed, and slowly walked over to the hover 
bed. “Lived through the Force bond of others, very few have.” 


Force bond? I questioned, trying to get more answers. Yet the answers to my questions 
seemed to get more obscure with each passing moment. 


The twins? They aren’t bonded with me, yet, are they? 
Ani! 
It must be him, I know it. 


Relief washed over me for a moment, realizing that Anakin must still be alive — 
somewhere. 


Obi-Wan looked at Yoda, shock widening his pupils. He opened his mouth but did not say 
anything. He closed it once again, his shocked eyes now filling with a mix of emotions. A 
frown furrowed his brow. 


Yoda’s eyes were downcast, not in thought, but in sadness. 


Strangely, I could feel them in the room. It was as if my mind was brushing against theirs. 
Yet a black spot held me back, stopped me from reading their thoughts. 


They’re hiding something from me. 


My anger began to bubble to the surface and I wanted to lash out at Yoda. Behind his wise 
features, he’s deceiving me! I’m holding out on death, and they’re worried about the 
Empire!My face flushed, and my eyes narrowed. Obi-Wan killed Anakin, and they want to 
take away Luke and Leia as well. 


The fury became encompassing and it threatened to explode. 


My thoughts became irrational, my emotions uncontrollable. Every little thing the Jedi had 
done seemed to become like an extra charge of Baradium. Obi-Wan opened his mouth again 
and spoke, barely audible. 


“She will find out, sooner or later. Can you help her?” Yoda looked up at him, a frown 
creasing his brow. He began to shake his head, and I could feel the regret emanating from 
him. 


I shrieked. ‘Why are you hiding the truth? Of all the people I thought I could trust!’ 


Fury clouded my vision in crimson. 


I can’t hold back any longer. They need to know what I’m feeling, what they’ve done to me. 


I closed my eyed and focused on Obi-Wan and Yoda. Almost instantaneously, I felt a 
shockwave rip through the room. My anger began to ebb and I opened my eyes. Obi-Wan 
stood, his mouth agape. Yoda’s eyes were wide, either in awe or shock. The room was in 
disarray, droids shut down in the corners, the wall cracked, and the large viewing window 
shattered. 


Did I do this? I felt confusion fill my chest. How? 
Obi-Wan looked at Yoda and asked “What do we need to do?” 
His voice was tense, it threatened to break at any moment. 


“A moment, I need. Meditate, I must.” Yoda replied. He was hesitant, still weighing the 
consequences. Yoda closed his eyes, sighing. His breathing slowed and became soft. After a 
few minutes, I felt a strange presence near me. Realizing who it was, I tried to reach out to it, 
and as I did it became more pronounced. 


“Master Yoda,” I heard myself speak, “Iam here. Can you help me?” 
The presence grew still and I waited for a response. 


“Yoda,” I repeated again. I looked down at the three people I knew so well and I waited 
again. Soon, Yoda’s energy became discernible. I could almost see his figure floating near me. 
I felt him reach out to me. 


“Release yourself, you must. Only allow you to return, will the Force, if serene you 
become.” Yoda’s strange voice rang in my ears. “Relax, you should. Guide you, we will” 


Hesitant at first, I closed my eyes once more. 
I focused on nothingness, trying to forget my surroundings. 
Relax, calm.1 told myself. You are free. 


I felt a pull and I let go. I felt myself floating away from where I had been, I felt Yoda’s 
presence drift away. With another pull, stronger this time, my entity moved closer to my body. 
I continued to relax, and the cycle continued. 


Suddenly, a bright light shone in my eyes. My ears began to ring, my body to tingle. The 
light’s intensity grew and I felt heat. Intense heat. My skin felt as if it was burning, my mouth 
felt dry, like the deserts of Tatooine. My eyes felt like molten lava and my head began to spin. 


The light faded, leaving me in darkness. 
I heard a noise, constant, rhythmic. As my ears stopped ringing, the noise grew louder. 
‘What is that?’I asked myself. ’What’s going on?’ 


My eyelids felt heavy, as if I hadn’t slept for days. I struggled to open them to no avail. I 
tried to move my arms, nothing. I tried my legs, nothing. They seemed to burn with the effort. 


Why can‘ I wake up? Did I make it back to my body? 
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The questions swirled in my head and it began to throb. I tried to speak, but my lips were 
stuck together and my throat raw. 


A voice rose from the uncertainty surrounding me. It was tinny and emotionless. 
A medical droid. 


“Jedi Masters Yoda and Kenobi, Viceroy Organa, we cannot keep the patient under 
sedation for much longer. There are two options that are available at this time. We can put her 
into hibernation — until she can be awakened — or we can take her off of life support. I 
suggest that she be placed in hibernation. The awakening process can often keep a patient 
stable for a long time period, even without medical intervention.” 


What is wrong with me? Why can they not wake me up now? 


Onceagain, questions began to take over and I felt helpless. I could barely hear the voices 
as they discussed the meagre choices. I felt as if I were underwater; the bass of their voices 
were the only sound to reach me. A numbing chill fell over me as I realized I was still dying. 
My fear crept out once again, before fading into a vaporous sigh of helplessness. 


Is there nothing I can do? 


I reached out to the Force again, hoping that it would save me a second time. My effort 
was fruitless. I fell back into the arctic waters that surrounded my consciousness. 


“MD-04, we shall put her into hibernation,” someone decided. I recognized the voice. 
Bail. 
Thank you. 


I heard the whirring repulsorlifts on the droid as he made his way closer to me. The cold 
appendages moved my arm slightly and the temperature seemed to make my body ripple. The 
mechanical movement of the droid resonated in my head as I felt pressure against my 
forearm. Pain flooded my body as the droid administered an injection. 


My awareness instantly began to fade away. I struggled against the tide of drowsiness. 
Every part of me felt as heavy as permacrete. My brain resisted against the drug taking effect, 
but I knew I couldn’t fight any longer. I tried desperately to find something to hold on to. A 
thought, a memory, a dream. I felt myself losing my grip on reality — even with my 
desperation to stay conscious — I knew I had just moments left. I reached for the twins; my 
heart was aching. They weren’t there. 


Worry rose in my chest and then — I felt them. Relief dulled the pain as I tried to speak, to 
comfort them. As my voice failed to express them, I focused on the words again, only 
thinking and hoping that the twins would understand. 


Be strong. I love you. 
As I my conscious self was fading, a memory took hold. 
A familiar voice, one I held dear. 


“Don't be afraid.” 
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Anakin. I tried to use his memory as a safe haven, to forget the pain he had caused me for 
one moment. He spoke again; more warmly than before. “I love you.” 


I mouthed the words in return and stopped fighting. A peaceful emptiness washed over me 
before I drifted into the shadows. 
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2. Found 


1 
Found 


Darth Vader turned at the sound of footsteps behind him. A young officer stood in front of 
his towering frame, his eyes large with surprise. Vader’s eyebrow rose with impatience, as the 
man struggled to find a way to meet his eyes. After a few seconds, he seemed to gain some 
composure. 


“L-lord Vader,” The officer stuttered, still obviously flustered, “We have picked up a 
reading on a Diplomatic Vessel from Alderaan, the Tantive IV. We have reason to believe they 
are associated with the Rebellion.” 


“What reason?” Lord Vader demanded, growing impatient, “We cannot run the Empire on 
assumptions, Captain.” 


Sweat beaded on the man’s brow. He took a deep breath. “We have intercepted a 
communications relay with a Rebellion associated code.” 


Vader signaled to Admiral Ozzel, who was standing a few feet away, monitoring some 
crewmen. He waved off the officer and waited for Ozzel to approach. 


“Admiral, you are to seize that ship. I want it intact. I will personally oversee the capture 
of the diplomat as well as a search of the ship.” 


Ozzel bowed his head, “Yes, milord.” 
He waited until Vader began to leave the bridge, and then turned to give his orders. 


As Vader walked through the corridors, he began picking through strategies in his mind.He 
made a mental note to bring at least two squads of Stormtroopers, the entrance was sure to be 
guarded by a number of Rebel soldiers. When he made it to his quarters, he entered the 
security clearance code and walked in. The room was grey, with a large black hyperbaric 
chamber in the middle. A computer terminal was on one side of the room, opposite it were 2 
medical droids. It felt sterile and bland, but the walls seemed to hold a sense of relief. Vader 
hated the drab atmosphere but knew he could at least attempt to relax here. 


Vader sighed, disrupting the ventilators rhythmic hush-shhh. He made his way over to the 
droids, and switched them on. The droids clicked once and hummed to life. They floated over 
to the chamber and paused, waiting for Vader to open it. He took a few steps, and pressed a 
series of switches. The large pod began to open with a loud whirr. Vader stepped inside and 
took his seat. He waited for the automated arm to remove his helmet, and resisted the urge to 
rub his eyes, stress and fatigue beginning to take over. 


Please let me sleep peacefully,he whispered in his mind. The comment was to his 
subconscious, he didn’t want to have any visions to obscure the mission at hand. He closed 
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his eyes while letting the droids complete their procedures, and fell into a fitful and dreamless 
sleep. 


xXx 


“Admiral,” the crewman snapped Ozzel out of his silent musings. This better be 
important,Ozzel thought impatiently. 


“What is it?” the Admiral’s voice was riddled with exasperation. 


“We have detected the Tantive IV.” He replied matter-of-factly, “The ship has just reverted 
from hyperspace, and is about to enter the orbit of Tatooine.” 
Ozzel began to walk towards the hover lifts, urgency increasing his pace. 


xXx 


Vader awoke in the hyperbaric chamber, and replaced his helmet as an alert sounded. He 
growled a string of curses, irritated by the unwelcome intrusion. As the pod opened Vader 
saw that Ozzel had entered and was waiting a few meters away. 


“Yes, Admiral?” He unsuccessfully tried to hide his anger. He noticed that Ozzel’s 
thoughts were wandering, something he had always been annoyed by. The tension in his 
voice grew further. “You have news for me?” 


Admiral Ozzel looked startled for a moment as his eyes snapped to Vader, but he quickly 
regained his smug expression. “Yes, Lord Vader. We have found the ship. It’s entering the 
orbit of Tatooine.” 


“T want you to capture the ship in our tractor beam, and assemble 2 squadrons of 
Stormtroopers for entry.” Vader’s words were cold as ice and he raised a hand in a tight fist; a 
modest reminder to what the future could hold. He wanted the Admiral to realize that there 
was no room for error. 


“Yes, my lord.” Ozzel maintained the same face as he bowed and left the room. 


Vader brought down his hand as soon as the steel doors snapped shut and began to scan the 
admiral’s thoughts, which were still not focused on his work. His annoyance began to flare 
once more. Nothing could get through that man’s thick, aristocratic skull, as far as he was 
concerned.He truly despised Naval Command for placing the impudent man under his 
command. They had given him little choice, however. Those who met the requirements were 
either leading other fleets or laying 6 feet under due to his infamous temper. With an irritated 
huff, Vader leaned back into his chair. 


As soon as he reached the bridge, Ozzel began to bark orders at the men. His rage had 
made it to a boiling point and Vader’s soundless threat was fueling the flames. “Assemble 2 
squadrons of troopers in the docking bay!” he bellowed at two Corps members, “Prepare the 
tractor beam!” he continued at another group of men. 


They scurried to complete the tasks he had given them, most without as much as a ‘Yes, 
sir!’ The admiral paced threateningly, his manner not unlike a vornskr, before looking to a 
Lieutenant a few paces to his left. He adjusted his stiff cap mindlessly; waiting for the man to 
finish a conversation. 
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“Do we have the ship’s trajectory?” he asked, only a slight growl left in his voice. The 
effect of the confrontation on him was beginning to fade; nearly as quickly as the rage had 
come over him. 


]Vader had consistently found flaws in near every mission he had commanded. He 
despised that ability of his the most of all. If someone gave the Sith Lord the most perfect 
piece of transparisteel in the galaxy, he would be sure to find a crack. Or make one. He sighed 
impatiently; the wait of the news was causing his anger to surge yet again. 


The Lieutenant walked towards him after finding his answer. “Yes, sir. Approximately 30 
minutes until we’re in range,” he replied, “Our scout ships are monitoring it’s movement 
closely.” Ozzel nodded, and the man walked back to his former position. 


Seconds after he received his response, the door to the bridge opened once more. Ozzel 
spun smoothly to face towards it. Darth Vader had entered and before he could react, had 
already managed to glide to where Ozzel stood. He adjusted his posture and tried to move his 
discontentment with the Sith from the forefront of his mind. 


“T trust you have completed the orders I gave you?” Vader questioned. 
Ozzel nodded, his composure quickly regaining. “Yes, Lord Vader.” 


“Good.” Vader replied, and turned to the men in charge of the tractor beam. “How long till 
we are in range?” The distinct sound of his breathing filled the bridge while he waited for the 


reply. 
“30 minutes, milord.” 


Vader proceeded to walk to the front viewport, and watch his home planet come into view. 
A pit formed in his stomach, and he felt consumed by the memories that swirled in his mind. 


“Are you an angel?” I heard myself ask. 
“What?” Padmé looked confused, and a smile played across her lips. I could see in her eyes 
that she was flattered. 


“An angel.” I repeated, starting to feel a bit embarrassed. “I’ve heard the deep space 
pilots talk about them. They live on the moons of Iego, I think. They’re the most beautiful 
creatures in the universe.” I looked at her face again, trying to read her feelings. 


She giggled a little, and a brighter smile crossed her face. “You’re a funny little boy. How 
do you know so much?” 


“T listen to all the traders and star pilots who come through here,” I replied, content that 
she was conversing with me. “I’m a pilot, you know, and someday I’m going to fly away from 
this place.” 


The bittersweet memory faded, and was quickly replaced by another. 
*Graphic Warning* 
I kicked down the mud wall and hooked my lightsaber back on my belt. 


I scanned the interior, and then I saw her. I hurried to untie the fabric bindings, and when 
she was free I eased her into my arms. “Mom, mom, mom.” I tried to comfort her, but I didn’t 
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know how. My chest ached, my eyes burned with rage and sorrow. She let out a small moan, 
her agony showing in the depths of her beautiful eyes. 


“Ani?” She whispered. A spark of life returned to her eyes, “Is it you?” 


A large gash crossed her face. Dried blood was caked around her eyelids and mouth. Her 
hands were calloused and swollen, and her arms were covered with large bruises. 


Tears rushed to my eyes. I struggled to swallow the lump forming in my throat. “I’m here, 
Mom. You’re safe.” 


“Ani? Ani?” Her voice was weak, and she struggled to lift a hand to my face. “Oh, you 
look so handsome. My son...” A tear fell from my face onto her palm. I kissed her hand, and 
another fell. She took a desperate breath. 


“My grown-up son. I’m so proud of you, Ani...” She stopped to breathe again and I looked 
in her eyes. 


“I missed you.” I whispered to her, trying to smile through the anguish. I blinked away 
more tears, hoping that I would not lose my grip. I leaned my head to the side, like she always 
had when she quieted my fears. 


Her soft, comforting voice spoke again. 


“So proud... I missed you so much...” She paused and a small smile traversed her lips. 
“Now I am complete.” 


I sat cradling her in my lap, her brown hair glistening in the fire light. Her ivory skin 
glowed orange, reminding me of the evenings we watched Tatoo I and II fade into the 
distance. I rocked her gently, trying to ease her suffering. Her eyes were glassy, her body 
trembling. She held up a hand. 


“T love...” Her voice caught, and she gasped for precious air. Her eyes lolled to one side, 
and she struggled to look back to me. 


Tears ran down my face, and desperation made my chest tighten. “Stay with me, Mom. 
Everything’s...” 


I stopped, as she opened her mouth again, and took a frail breath. She looked at me, and I 
could see the resignation in her eyes. 


“I... love...” The last breath faded, and her eyes became vacant. Her head fell back, and I 
tried to support it. The campfire became a swirl of orange, crimson and yellow through my 
tear filled eyes. 


The bitter drops of salt water turned to hatred. 


I gently laid her lifeless body on the dirt floor of the hut, and brushed away the last tears 
with my tunic sleeve. I grasped my lightsaber, the hilt felt foreign, cold. Before I could react I 
had ignited the cobalt blade. It sounded dull, as if I was in a trance. My ears felt hot and my 
chest burned. I began to stride towards the hut’s entrance, knowing full well what would 
happen next. 
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The blade of my lightsaber crackled as the blood of its first victim burned off. At least 15 
more Raiders were approaching me now. I hacked at them ruthlessly. My eyes clouded with 
torrents of angry tears and I screamed until my throat grew raw. I did not care who they were, 
how old they were. They had taken my mother from me. Women approached me, laying their 
children at my feet. They wanted reprieve, for me to stop. I couldn’t. My mother’s warm eyes 
haunted me, and I felt the heat of my blade as I swung it upwards in vengeance. 


I killed them all and left a hundred bodies in my wake. 


“Mom.” I sobbed as I raced home on the speeder. I repeated the word over and over 
again, until my voice grew hoarse. My tunic was damp, my eyes swollen and painful. As I 
traveled, the suns slowly began to rise. The unwelcomed light grew stronger. My thoughts still 
betrayed me as the homestead appeared in the distance. It was mid-morning now. Cliegg, 
Beru, Padmé and Owen came out of the doorway at my approach. I left the speeder and held 
her body wrapped in the rough wool fabric. I brought her inside the hovel, placing her body 
on the steel floor. My resolve dispersed, I collapsed to the floor and wept. I heard Padmé 
come to the door and call my name. 


“Lord Vader?” 
*End of graphic warning.* 
“Milord?” the voice startled him. He spun around to see Captain Piett. 


Vader’s throat was still tense from his memory, and he swallowed, hoping his voice would 
not be strained. “Yes, Captain?” the Sith Lord glanced around the room, trying to locate 
Ozzel. “Where is the Admiral?” 


“Ozzel has received an important communiqué from the Tormentor. He gave me his 
position momentarily, milord.” Piett’s voice was confident and clear, and his features 
demonstrated the same. 


“What were you going to tell me, Piett?” Vader questioned, his voice sounding agitated. 
Though the memories were harsh, they also brought a strange peace. Something that was a 
rare occurrence for him. 


“The Rebel ship is caught in our tractor beam, and it will be in the docking bay within 10 
minutes, milord.” 


He signaled for the Captain to continue his duties. Piett bowed quickly and walked over to 
monitor a group of control panels and the crewmen that were sitting along them. 


Vader exited the bridge, and strode down the steel grey corridors. He watched with mild 
amusement as officers eyes flickered with discomfort as his black-clad 6 foot 7 figure walked 
past them. 


Within minutes he had reached the entrance to the docking bay. A group 40 strong of the 
elite 501st Legion stood at attention as the door soundlessly slid open to reveal the feared 
Lord of the Sith. 


A klaxon shrieked, alerting the men in the bay that the Tantive [Vwas within 500 feet of 
the Star Destroyer. Vader stood and watched at the vessel slowly drifted into the hangar, and 
was set down with a rush of pressurized steam. The Stormtroopers formed into position at the 
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airlock, and Vader stood behind them. Two engineers began to use plasma-torches, cutting 
into the thick steel door. The metal turned golden yellow, and the Stormtroopers forced the 
entry. Sparks and an explosion conquered the entrance, and the troops waited to enter the 
area. 


Immediately, red blaster fire filled the main corridor with smoke. As the troopers forced 
their way forward, Vader followed close behind. The sheer number of troopers caused the 
remaining Rebels to flee, leaving only a handful for the white-clad soldiers to disperse. The 
elite fighters secured the area quickly, and Vader walked behind them, his armored, black 
figure contrasting with the stark white of the halls. They made it to the end of a hallway, 
where a wounded Rebel lay. Vader picked him up by his throat, and held the man slightly 
above the ground. A Stormtrooper approached Vader, an air of insistence surrounding him. 


“Lord Vader, the plans are not in the main computer,” he said, voice muffled by the helmet. 
He awaited the Sith’s reaction. 


Vader gripped the soldier’s throat more tightly. The man struggled to no avail. “Where are 
those transmissions you intercepted?” 


The echo of Vader’s voice boomed through the passage. The Rebel did not answer, and 
Vader lifted him further off the ground. His arms tensed with impatience. 


“What have you done with the plans?” Vader snarled. 
The man sputtered and panted. 


“We intercepted no transmissions,” he breathed, letting out a gasp as Vader’s grip 
tightened. “This is a consular ship,” he choked out, his air supply lessening. Lord Vader 
continued to hold, feeling his fragile throat closing beneath his grip. 


“We’re ona...” 

He attempted another harsh breath. 

“Diplomatic mission,” the Rebel finished. 

Vader’s eyes narrowed, he was growing furious with the man. 


“If this is a diplomatic mission,” he questioned threateningly, “then where is the 
ambassador?” 


The soldier closed his mouth and refused to utter another word. His anger reaching the 
boiling point, Vader intensified his grip again. The Sith Lord’s breathing echoed through the 
corridors as he choked the life out of the Rebel. A sickening snapping noise marked his end. 
Vader tossed him aside. He hit a post and crumpled to the ground, lifeless. 


Vader turned to the troopers surrounding him. 


“Tear this ship apart until you’ve found those plans and bring me the Ambassador,” he 
ordered. “I want her alive!” The men dispersed as Vader walked off to search the control 
room. 


xXx 
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Vader’s comm beeped, and he answered it swiftly, knowing immediately who it was. “Yes, 
Commander?” 


“We’ve found her, milord.” 


“Bring her to the main corridor. I will meet you there” Vader signalled to the intelligence 
officer with him and shut off his comm before the man could reply. 


The door rushed open and Vader stepped out, just as he saw the prisoner. He recognized 
her at once. 


Princess Leia Organa of Alderaan. 


“Lord Vader, I should have known. Only you could be so bold. The Imperial Senate will 
not sit for this, when they hear you’ve attacked a diplomatic...” Her sarcastic tirade was cut 
off by the Sith Lord. 


Vader’s voice began to rise, his ire growing exponentially. “Don’t play games with me, 
Your Highness. You weren’t on any mercy mission this time. You passed directly through a 
restricted system. Several transmissions were beamed to this ship by Rebel spies. I want to 
know what happened to the plans they sent you.” 


Her eyes flashed with shock, but she quickly replaced it with mere annoyance. “I don’t 
know what you’re talking about. I’m a member of the Imperial Senate on a diplomatic 
mission to Alderaan...” 


The lies just proved to make Vader more furious. He jabbed a gloved finger in her face. 
“You're a part of the Rebel Alliance and a traitor.” 


He swung his arm and motioned abruptly. 
“Take her away!” 
The troopers walked off with the Princess in tow. Vader continued down the hall. 


The intelligence officer looked to Vader. “Holding her is dangerous. If word of this gets 
out, it could generate sympathy for the Rebellion in the senate.” 


“T have traced the Rebel spies to her. Now she is my only link to find their secret base!” 
Vader replied sternly, annoyed by his request to release her, but intrigued by his political 
knowledge. 


“She’ll die before she tells you anything.” The young man countered, as they turned a 
comer. 


“Leave that to me.” Vader replied tersely. “Send a distress signal and then inform the 
senate that all aboard were killed.” The rest of his sentence was interrupted by another officer. 


“Lord Vader, the battle station plans are not aboard this ship. No transmissions were made. 
An escape pod was jettisoned during the fighting, but no life forms were aboard.” 


Vader’s frustration grew. Blast! She hid the plans in the escape pod!Finding the pod was 
going to prove difficult. The constant sandstorms on his homeworld hid banthas in a day. He 
stopped his thoughts, and turned to the man. “She must have hidden the plans in the escape 
pod. Send a detachment down to retrieve them. See to it personally, Commander. There’|l be 
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no one to stop us this time.” He looked at both of the men and turned to walk back to the Star 
Destroyer. 


xXx 


Vader’s form created a silhouette in the viewport, contrasting the beige and umber of 
Tatooine. 
He heard the footfall of boots, and waited to hear the latest information about the escape pod 
search. 


The mustached man paused beside Vader and cleared his throat. 


“Lord Vader, the pod has been located. We have troops on the ground searching for the 
contents. A piece of a protocol droid was found.” 


Vader turned his head. “Thank you, Admiral.” At least he can do something right. “Prepare 
the ship, we leave at once for the Death Star. Maximum velocity.” 


“Yes, Lord Vader.” 


“And Ozzel, you have the bridge.” The Sith Lord left the bridge, his cloak swirling like a 
cloud of black smoke, and the ventilator echoing through the halls. 


He arrived in his quarters and entered the pod. The arms of a droid released him from the 
helmet. He tried to avoid his reflection in the shining blanched walls, but his eyes caught. He 
sighed. His skin was pale and it was interrupted by a group of red gashes on his scalp. His 
eyes were sullen. Another group of scars crossed his right cheek. The only memories of the 
man he once was were his dazzling blue eyes and a small faded scar near his eyebrow. 


I’m a monster. 


Anguish filled his heart as memories came to his eyes, but he pushed them away. Only 
their voices survived. 


“T truly... deeply... love you.” 

Vader made a fist, trying to force the voice away. Ten more voices began to speak. 
“Anakin! Help me!” the scream rang in his ears, his eyes burned. 

“T’m sorry” he whispered. 

“You were my brother, Anakin!” 


Obi-Wan’s voice infuriated him. He slammed his fist into a nearby droid. He fought an 
angry roar building in his chest, closing his eyes. His breathing was harsh and rapid. The 
anger sluggishly faded. Eventually it did, leaving him exhausted. His eyes drooped and he fell 
victim to sleep. 


xXx 


He was awoken by a sudden alarm and a vibration echoing through the ship. With a quick 
press of a button, his helmet was replaced. He turned on the communication feed, and called 
the bridge. 
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“Lord Vader!” Ozzel seemed surprised, and a crewman behind him looked embarrassed. I 
don’t even want to know what he did now. Vader held back a sigh. 


“Admiral, an alarm sounded, the ship was shaking a moment ago. I want to know why.” 
He growled. 


Ozzel paled visibly. “I asked this man to input a few coordinates,” he pointed at a crewman 
whose face was frozen in fear. “An alarm sounded, but I am not sure as to why. We’re doing 
scans of the hull and ship functions.” 


“Perhaps you should read up on whom is in charge of what, Admiral, before demanding 
crewmen complete things. I doubt firing a homing rocket upon our own ship would get us to 
the Death Star much faster.” Vader smiled under his mask, finding Ozzel’s discomfort quite 
entertaining. 


“T want to be there within 6 hours. Do not disappoint me, Admiral.” Vader closed his eyes, 
and slowed his breathing and fell into a meditative trance. 


xXx 


His beautiful Angel, her eyes twinkling in the light. Her carefully styled ringlets hid a 
playful smile. Footsteps approached, and another woman with deep chocolate, shining hair 
entered the room. The strange young woman turned to face him. 


Vader awoke suddenly, sweat forming on his brow. Only small pieces of the vision 
remained, but the fear wallowed in his chest. The few faces he remembered lingered behind 
his closed eyelids. 


Why would Padmé be withher? 

Confusion started to rise in his throat, but a beeping halted his contemplation. 
“Yes?” he asked, turning on the video-comm. 

“We have arrived , Lord Vader.” Ozzel’s Caridian accent filled the chamber. 


“Transfer the princess to the detention center. Maximum security.” He replied simply. 
“Prepare a droid for interrogation as well.” 


“Yes, my lord.” Vader ended the transmission. 
xXx 


Vader made his way through the passages to Cell Block AA-23. Two intelligence officers 
followed close behind him, one of them struggling to keep up. They stepped into the hover 
lift, and Vader waved the door shut. 


“Leave the questions to me. You are simply there to take note of her responses.” 
“Yes, milord.” They replied in unison. The rest of the trip was made in silence. 


At the entrance to the cell, Vader signaled the guards to stand at the ready and for the 
interrogation droid to be sent in. The door slid open. The Princess of Alderaan sat upright. 
Fear crossed her eyes as Vader moved aside for the droid, which held a large needle filled 
with Bavo Six truth serum. 
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“And, now your Highness, we will discuss the location of your hidden Rebel base.” 
The ball shaped droid moved forward as Vader’s voice echoed in the small steel cell. 


As the serum was injected, Leia released a series of screams. Her arms burned and every 
part of the room appeared to be closing in on her. Vader’s tall figure became a towering 
monolith. The officers’ faces became distorted. The Sith Lord’s breathing became deafening 
before the Princess collapsed onto the floor. 


Vader demanded of her one simple answer. “Where is the Rebel base?” 


Instead of a reply, Leia began to thrash about, her eyes taken over with fear and her mouth 
an ugly grimace. She spoke with a soft voice, like a mother cooing. 


“Where are we going, Daddy?” she repeated the question over and over again. Vader tried 
to unlock her mind, to reach for the location of the base. She yelled the question louder, and 
started to laugh. Her body shook, her high pitched crows filling the small room. Suddenly her 
eyes snapped to attention and she stared into Vader’s eyes. Her face grew serious before she 
spoke. “We are going to visit someone very special, princess. She’s an old friend of mine.” 


Vader continued to probe her memories, ignoring her insane rant. She stood up and 
staggered over to one of the officers. She attempted to grasp his hand, but he pulled away 
with a look of disgust. Leia continued, unfazed. 


“Daddy, why are we at the MedCenter? There are so many wonderful sights here. I want to 
see the opera and visit the Senate!” 


Vader’s attempt to find information failed as he fell into the memory Leia was enacting. 


The room was large, and the lights were dim. Leia leaned over a glowing capsule, smiling. 
“She looks just like me Daddy! She’s so pretty.” She paused and looked at Bail. “Why are her 
eyes closed?” 


Bail looked at Leia and took her hand. “She’s in hibernation, dear. She almost died 8 years 
ago, but they saved her. A man she loved very much tried to kill her.” 


Leia’s lip quivered and tears began to stream down her face. “Why, Daddy?” 


She walked forward, standing on her tiptoes. Bail picked her up by her waist, holding her 
up to the capsule’s transparisteel cover. The memory blurred for a moment and then it focused 
on the woman inside. The face inside was soft, and beautiful. Brunette curls framed her 
sleeping face. 


No. 

It couldn’t be. 
She’s... dead. 
I killed her. 
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3. Discovery 


2 
Discovery 


Vader staggered, the memory fading before his eyes. It was as if a block of ferrocrete had 
hit him in the chest. He struggled to convince himself that the memory wasn’t real. 


It’s a protective barrier, she made it up. It was nothing more than a delusion. 


He took a long breath. She combined two memories; it was someone else in the chamber. 
But why did Bail say that someone who loved her tried to kill her? Vader pushed the thoughts 
away momentarily. Regaining some of his composure, he motioned to the officers. The 
interrogation was finished. As they exited the room, Leia’s peals of senseless laughter echoed 
through the cell block once more. I need to find Bail, and soon. 


As they arrived at the lifts, his comm sounded. Tense, he picked it up. A small hologram of 
Grand Moff Tarkin appeared. His sullen face looked up, “Lord Vader, I request your presence 
in the control room, at once.” 


Vader nodded his head. “I will be there.” 


As the group of three men waited in the lift, his comm sounded again. “What?” he snarled, 
thoroughly annoyed, just as Ozzel’s stout figure came into view. 


“My lord, we have intel that the rebel base could be located on Dantooine. It seems 
abandoned, but there is a small activated generator.” Vader raised an eyebrow under his mask, 
again impressed with Ozzel’s work. 


“I am going into a meeting at the moment, Admiral. This information matches what I 
gained from the interrogation.” He lied. Vader knew how Tarkin thought, and he had to keep 
Alderaan intact. 


There will be no aggressive negotiations, Wilhuff. He smiled, knowing he had set the 
perfect trap. 


As the group entered the room, Vader stood over to Tarkin’s side. 
“Did you gain any information from the Princess?” He sneered over her name. 


“Her memory gave me a name, Dantooine. Admiral Ozzel has found a base with an active 
power generator on the planet as well.” Vader looked at Tarkin, attempting to read his 
thoughts. A rather incredulous sentence stood out in his search. 


“The girl actually gave in? I figured she would die before betraying the Rebellion.” 
“Don’t be too surprised, Tarkin. I have my methods.” 


Tarkin’s jaw dropped, but he quickly closed it. He stood speechless for a moment, both in 
frustration and surprise at Vader’s intrusion. 
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“Well.” He turned to the pilots. “Send a scouting fleet for Dantooine. Input the coordinates 
for Alderaan.” 


Vader swiftly intervened. “I believe that Alderaan would be best kept unharmed, Tarkin. 
You forget that the primary leaders of the Rebellion reside there.” 


A glare of ice became directed at Vader. “If the base isn’t on Dantooine, we must have an 
alternate form of persuasion, Lord Vader.” 


“The Viceroy and Queen have a great deal of knowledge. If they think that Leia gave us 
information, they will most likely be easier to manipulate.” He countered. 


Tarkin turned back to the men at the control panel. “Set the coordinates for Dantooine at 
the moment.” 


With a quick turn, he faced Vader once more. “You had better be right, Lord Vader.” 


Vader leaned closer, becoming irritated. “I am leaving with my fleet for Alderaan. I shall 
contact you when we arrive.” 


He started for the hangar bay. Tarkin, left with narrowed eyes, turned to the groups of 
crewmen. 


xXx 


The passing days were fraught with dreams and memories. Vader was constantly on edge; 
as usual he tended to take it out on the ship’s crew. They all breathed a sigh of relief as the 
Star Destroyer finally came into orbit over Alderaan. Vader sat in his hyperbaric chamber. 
The lack of sleep was finally getting to him. Cursing himself for leaving rest until the last 
moment, he attempted to power through his fatigue. 


If I startle them, they will have little time to resist. I need to get them into a position where 
they cannot flee, however. He paused, and an idea quickly formulated. I will request an 
audience as one of his friends, perhaps Leia herself? I will only be able to act as her 
momentarily, though. 


Somewhat frustrated with her being on the Death Star, he decided it was better that way. 


There will be no chance of her escape. They will not see each other, and cannot assist each 
other. 


He stifled a yawn and his attempts to plan the capture of the Viceroy and the Queen fell 
silent, as his mind began to wander. 


Padmé stood on the balcony, her beautiful chestnut curls falling perfectly around her face. 
Her eyes twinkled with optimism and joy, and her stunning coral gown moved softly in the 
breeze. 


“Ani, I’m so glad you took me back to Naboo. Our family will love it here.” She smiled, 
and turned to face the lake. The sun glimmered off of the waves, the sound of them breaking 
against the shore like a symphony. 


“Anything for you, Angel.” His voice sounded distorted, strange. He felt a strange 
presence, and turned to the side. The Princess of Alderaan. 
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Leia walked up to Padmé, and hugged her. She looked at Vader and started to speak. “I | 


” 


A blinding flash of emerald filled the balcony with a searing heat, and everything 
disappeared. He felt pain, and endless depths formed in his stomach. 


He snapped awake, his brow drenched with cold sweat. The dream had seemed so real. 
Vader still felt the lingering despair and pain. The machine replaced his helmet, and the 
respirator’s sound reverberated through the pod once again. Rising, he made his way for the 
bridge. He hoped that they had prepared his shuttle. He needed to get this information once 
and for all. 


xXx 


Bail was in the sitting room, reading a holonovel. The aromatic smell of caf rose into the 
room as Breha brought a tray to him. 


“Would you like mallow in yours, dear?” Her sing-song voice echoed through the grand 
and intricate room. 


“No, thank you.” He looked up from his book as she gave him a cup. He put it up to hers. 
“Cheers” he grinned. 


A protocol droid came into the room. “Milady, your daughter has requested to speak with 
you. She has sent a video message.” 


“Alright.” She rose quickly, and smoothed her skirt. The last transmission had been 
abruptly ended, and it had been weeks since the last time they spoke. She hurried down the 
marble hallway and entered the room. Sitting down, she went to check the messages. 


I hope she is alright, I miss her. I’m glad she’s not with Darth Vader. Her ship was still not 
located by the scouts, however. 


She anxiously scanned the new messages. Mothma, Shilya Shessaun. No Leia... 


The door slammed shut. She turned, and was face to face with none other than the Dark 
Lord of the Sith himself. She let out a blood-curdling scream. Vader took her arm and gave 
her to two waiting troopers. She screamed again and began to thrash. 


“Bail! Bail! Help me!” A sharp sting in her neck startled her. She looked to her left as a 
man pulled a syringe back. She heard heavy steps run to the door before she collapsed, 
unconscious. 


Bail tried the door. Locked. 
“Breha?” He kicked the door. Once. Twice. It held fast. 
Blast! I need to help her! 


Catching sight of a pedestal nearby, he grabbed it and used it as a battering ram. The door 
splintered, and opened violently. 


“Breha?” he repeated, his tone fraught with concern. A gloved hand covered his eyes, and 
he swung blindly. His arms were stopped by rough hands, and his wrists were locked in cool 
metal. Binders. 
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The harsh noise of a respirator filled the room. 

Oh Maker no! Not... 

A stab of pain ran up his neck and he felt nothing more. 
xXx 


The Viceroy awoke in a holding cell. He attempted to run for the door, but his legs gave 
out. Crawling back to the small metal bed, he lay down and gazed at the ceiling. 


In a cell a few blocks away, Breha sat in the corner. Her body wracked with sobs. 
Bail... Leia... 


She slammed her fists into the wall, and the muffled sound resounded through the halls. 
She turned into the wall, and tried to calm herself. 


They both settled in for the wait. 
xXx 


The cell door slid open and Vader entered. Bail eyed the Sith Lord, his glare not unlike the 
steel walls surrounding him. 


“Vader. You think you have the right to take me and my wife hostage? We are diplomats, 
not enemies of the Empire.” Crimson began to fill Bail’s face. His lips pursed. 


“Tt would be wise not to anger me, Viceroy. I shall only demand the answer to two 
questions. If you give me what I want, you will be free to go.” Vader’s tone evolved from 
severe to mere tension. Bail was surprised but weary; he knew what Vader was capable of. 


“Tt depends on the question.” His eyes narrowed further. 


“First, I want to know if you have had access to the Death Star plans.” The room grew 
quiet, only Vader’s mechanical breathing breaching the silence. “I’m waiting.” Vader’s voice 
took a mocking tone. 


“T want both questions front and center.” Bail was pushing his luck and he knew it. “I will 
answer them as soon as I have both.” 


Underneath his mask, Vader scowled at Bail. He was losing his patience and it would not 
turn out well for the Viceroy. The Sith spoke, his speech peppered with cynicism. 


“As you wish, your Highness. I am sure you will not answer the second question as 
willingly. Which MedCenter is my wife being held in?” 


The Viceroy’s eyes instantly widened, the shock of the question resonating through his 
brown irises. 


“J-I, I—” A bead of sweat rolled down his face. He attempted to swipe it away. Silver and 
black swirled before his eyes, as the astonishment dazed him. He lost all resolve. He looked 
away from Vader’s menacing figure and looked up at the ceiling. After a few moments, he 
finally managed to speak. “How did you know?” 
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“Your daughter. We captured her in restricted airspace; she is on board the Death Star.” 
Bail’s face paled, he looked nauseous. 


“You didn’t harm her, did you? She’s still alive?” He spoke quickly, his words almost 
indiscernible. 


“She’s safe. I ordered them to guard her under maximum security, no execution, no 
interrogations.” Vader responded simply. “She will continue to be safe, as well as you and 
your wife, if you answer my questions.” 


“T need time. Please.” He was bowing his head, essentially begging. “Please, let my wife 
go. She has no involvement in the Rebellion. She is just the peaceful leader of Alderaan and 
my loving wife. Nothing else.” 


Vader did not respond. If he let Bail’s wife go, the answers most likely would come soon 
after the assurance she was safe. The Viceroy seemed to have little resolve. However, there 
was the chance he would still not receive the information he craved. If he did not let her go, 
the chance that he would stay silent increased. 


“T will let her go, but I cannot do the same for you as well. You are a now a known 
member of the Rebellion and we had suspicions before.” Bail looked defeated, but a small 
spark of gratefulness showed in his eyes. The Sith Lord exited the room and turned on his 
comm. 


“Ozzel, arrange a shuttle for the planet’s surface. I am returning Queen Breha to Alderaan. 
Delay it 60 minutes, however, once she is on board. Send Piett up to escort her immediately 
and alert him of the situation. If I do not get the answers I need, she will be returning to the 
Cell Bay.” He switched off his comm and turned to two guards. 


“Piett will be up shortly to escort her Highness to a shuttle. You are to give them no 
trouble.” They nodded in unison. 


“Yes, Lord Vader.” 


Vader turned back to the cell and entered cautiously. He was not deeming Bail trustworthy 
at the moment. “Your wife is being escorted down to the shuttle. You will give me my 
answers, Viceroy.” 


He sighed, and Vader felt his extreme tension. “I know that the plans were stolen, however 
they were never sent to me. I can bet that Leia planned on sending them to me, they were 
important for the Rebellion’s cause.” 


He sighed once more, and looked downward. 


Stepping closer, Vader voiced his annoyance. “You have one more question to answer, 
Your Highness.” Bail sighed again, and looked away. He began to hum, and turned to face the 
wall. 


“T’m growing tired of your impudence. Answer my question.” He was in Bail’s face now, 
his fury threatening to explode. ‘I will ask you one last time, Viceroy,’ he snarled “Where is 
she?” 


Bail looked up slightly, fear in his eyes. This time, he had a great deal of tenacity. 
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“Where is my wife?” He boomed. Bail winced. 


Vader raised his hand in a tight fist. The Viceroy began to sputter and clutched for his 
throat. 


“Please,” his voice was hoarse, breathless. “Give... me...” he took another ragged breath. 
“Clemency!” 


“You did not answer my questions. Your wife will be sent to the Death Star and will stay 
with your daughter. The Emperor will deal with them as he sees fit.” Vader replied 
acerbically. 


“Im-imperial Center... the Galactic...” he struggled for another breath, “Senate med 
cent...” His head fell to one side. 


Vader released him. He fell unconscious onto the cold steel ground. He stepped over his 
body, and opened the door. He looked at the guard. “Get a medical droid.” 


“Ozzel,” he snapped into the comm. He waited, too long. A roar escaped his throat. 
“Admiral!” 


The answer came quickly. “Yes, Lord Vader?” 
“Set a course for Coruscant, at once. I want to be there in 2 days.” 
xXx 


Piett was making his way down the hall when he saw the figure of Vader storming down 
the hall. He barely had time to duck to the side. 


Maker help us all, he’s in a mood. 


He continued down the hall, and turned into the maximum security wing. Cell 123, 124, 
125... 126. He greeted the guard and entered the cell. 


“Your Highness, I am your escort, Captain Piett.” He bowed. Breha stood, her face 
streaked with tears. 


“Where are we going?” She looked lost and spoke in a flat tone. 


“Lord Vader has arranged a shuttle for your return to Alderaan, milady.” He tried to make 
his eyes friendlier, trying to break her obvious tension. 


“What about Bail?” A slight edge of ferocity glanced off her face. 
“He will be staying; Lord Vader has decided to hold further conference with him.” 
“Oh.” She hid the anger once again, but her eyes still smoldered. 


Piett motioned with his hand, a gesture for her to go ahead. She moved swiftly and exited 
into the hall. 


An audible crash sounded from outside. His hand reached for his pistol, but before he 
could react a blaster fired. He fell forward in excruciating pain, crumpling to the floor. 


xXx 
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Breha ran. The blaster at her side, she made it to the end of the hall. “Bail?” she screamed. 
A medi-droid floated from a cell to her right, 5 meters away. She followed it, hoping it would 
lead her to her husband. 


It did. She blasted her way into the room, and the Viceroy stood. He lurched forward, and 
Breha caught him. 


“Breha, I can’t go. It would put you in danger. Please, just leave. Leia will be fine, I 
promise. Vader will find her true identity.” 


The Queen shook her head violently, noticing the angry red streaks on his neck. “No. I’m 
not leaving without you.” 


She held him up and they walked to the hover-lift. “Bail, do you have any idea how to get 
to the hangar bay?” He nodded slowly, but his head still spun. He pressed a few buttons, and 
they began to move. 


“Turn left when we exit, walk calmly. We do not want to arise suspicion.” He wiped a 
newly sprouted tear from Breha’s eye. “It’lI be fine.” 


Just as they exited the lift, an alarm began to blare. “Walk calmly, dear. We are royalty, not 
prisoners.” 


They arrived within a hall length from the hangar. Bail turned around suddenly, hearing the 
rhythmic noise of plasteel on permacrete. 


“Stormtroopers. Breha, run.” 

Her eyes darted to where he was looking, then back to him. She shook her head. 
“Not without you, I lost Leia, I won’t lose you!” Her voice was verging on hysteria. 
“Go, now.” He looked at her and smiled. “Please.” 


The troopers turned the corner. The commander spotted them and barked an order. “Set 
blasters to stun!” 


Bail blocked Breha. “I love you.” he mouthed. 


A blue blast came at him and the scene moved in slow motion. He fell, his eyes closed. 
She ran into the bay and clambered up the ramp of a shuttle. The group of Stormtroopers fired 
at the shuttle, but their blasts deflected harmlessly. She exited into space, headed for 
Alderaan. 


She would be long gone by the time they arrived on the planet to search for her. 
xXx 
Vader made his way to the detention center, his fury building greater by the second. 


There were 3 guards and a sentry killed, and his second best officer seriously wounded. He 
observed irately as a medi-droid and a doctor floated Piett’s med-capsule past him. 


“Milord, the Viceroy is back in a cell. We have assigned 4 guards, as well as an extra 
sentry.” An officer notified him. 


29 


“Good. Inform him he will be transferred to a more secure cell on Coruscant.” Vader 
smirked. He would not bother the Empire any longer. They only had to worry about the 
Queen. 


xXx 


Ozzel bowed quickly as Lord Vader entered the bridge. “Lord Vader, we will arrive in 
approximately 4 hours. We are making the reversion from hyperspeed at the moment.” 


“Thank you, Admiral.” He tured to watch the radar screen, and then took his usual place 
in front of the viewport. The last 2 days had been extremely uneventful. Other than 
completing reports for the rest of High Command, he had not had much to do except think 
about finding his wife. His memories of her seemed to be getting clearer the closer they got to 
Coruscant. Her voice, her perfume, everything he had tried to forget came back to him, and 
the guilt he had for killing her began to fade. 


He knew that he would find her, simply because he needed to find her. 


Ozzel walked up and stood nearby. “My lord, the Emperor has left you a message. He 
requests an audience with you at once.” 


Vader started for the Comm room, and kneeled on the pad at once. A holo image of 
Palpatine appeared, his face shrouded by a cloak. 


“My friend. I trust that your mission to Alderaan was a success?” His ever-mocking tone 
spurred fury in Vader’s chest. 


“We captured Bail Organa, he was a conspirator for the Rebellion, my master. He will be 
sent to a facility on Coruscant. We released his wife, as she had no importance in its cause.” 
Vader replied. 


“Good... I want you to make a report to the Senate, and watch the Queen. I am not sure 
she is innocent, Vader, and you should be wary.” His figure slowly disappeared, and he 
pushed himself up from the kneel. The meeting went well; Palpatine had not shown his true 
colors. 


It seemed he was blissfully unaware of Vader’s future plans. 


As he entered the bridge once more, he turned to the Admiral. “Prepare my shuttle for a 
trip to the surface. I have a personal matter I must attend to. I will be in the hangar bay in 30 
minutes.” 


“Yes, Lord Vader.” Ozzel spoke into his comm and gave the command. 


Vader disappeared into the Star Destroyers network of corridors and returned to his 
quarters. He played the final wedding holo that he had. As he watched the figures move, he 
slipped into remembrance. 


She stepped out onto the balcony, wearing a stunning lace gown. A veil dotted with semi- 
precious stones cascaded down her back. She smiled at me and walked a few steps, until she 
stood across from me. The sunlight made her dress glitter and her warm eyes glow a golden 
brown. I smiled back, trying to hide my anxiety. She was so beautiful. My heart almost 
skipped a beat when her eyes met mine. I barely heard our vows, I felt like I was dreaming. “I 
do.” 
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This was it; the woman that I love was finally going to be my wife. 
“You may now kiss your bride.” 


She grasped my hands and I pulled her close. We kissed, it was deep, passionate. I felt 
electrified. My anxiety faded. As she pulled away, she smiled once more. We turned to the 
lake, our fingers still intertwined. Machine and goddess, united as one. 


“T love you, Ani.” 
“TI love you, my Angel. I will love you forever.” 
xXx 


Vader’s shuttle landed on the platform and he strode down the ramp. It was dusk and the 
gleam of the landing strip lights transformed him into a god of the night — towering, his cape 
swirling in the wind, the sharp features of his mask in shadow. Nobody awaited them. He had 
made sure that nobody would be aware of this visit. He entered the Med-Center, a group of 
his alabaster soldiers following. 


Vader walked quickly, the anticipation of seeing his Angel once again almost too much to 
bear. Finally, they turned into a long hall. The sound of marching filled the lengthy, narrow 
corridor and eventually the white-clad troopers came to a large steel door about 12 feet tall. 


Pasted in the middle was a large yellow sign with bold, black letters reading “Warning! 
Authorized Personnel Only.” 


At the head of the group, Vader stood — a titanic figure among them. He moved to the 
front of the door and inspected the security system. A series of beeps followed as he entered a 
code. The access light flashed red, then to green. 


“Access Granted,” came the mechanical reply. The tall doors slid open with a loud shush. 
Capsules with patients within them lined the large room. They glowed a faint blue and it 
resulted in an effect of twilight. The medical droids stopped their work. One of them 
motioned with his appendages. A doctor rushed to the group, who had now entered the room. 


“Lord Vader... can I help you?” She asked, her nervousness evident. She glanced at the 5 
Stormtroopers surrounding them. “I-I have all the records for the center right here...” She 
stammered as she pointed to a large terminal. 


He stepped forward once more and signaled for the Stormtroopers to stand down. 


“T wish to see a patient immediately. Padmé Amidala.” 
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4. Reunited 


A/N: Apologies for the later than normal update. My attention span was a little wonky for 
this chapter. I’ve had a great deal of things to do. If something isn’t right, just let me know 
and I will fix it! 


Chapter 3: 
Reunited 


“Blast it, Chewie! The hydrospanner, not the wrench!” Han Solo rolled his eyes and threw 
the wrench back to the wookiee. 


Chewbacca let out a series of growls, while searching through a toolbox. 


“Whaddya mean there’s no hydrospanner? We had one ten minutes ago, we gotta have one 
now.” The wookiee shrugged and dug through another toolbox. He looked at the Corellian, 
and shook his head. Han sighed. “Well we aren’t going to get anywhere without one, are we?” 


Chewie rolled his eyes, ignoring the sarcastic remark. He walked over to the box near Han, 
and dug through it. After a short moment, he pulled out the hydrospanner. He gave it to Han 
with a high pitched trill. 


“Real funny, fur ball. Now keep tabs on the tools will ya?” He turned back to the gaping 
hole in the wall, and adjusted a few nuts. He rushed to tighten a coolant valve as it began to 
leak. The leak smoked, and a huge spark flew at his face. He backpedalled out of the hole, 
smacking his head. Turning to Chewbacca, he wiped his soot covered eyes. The wookiee 
snickered, and looked away. 


“Yeah, hilarious. Just get me a rag, or I’ll give you something to laugh about.” Chewbacca 
tossed the rag, and Han cleaned away the grime. He turned back to the wall, and stuffed the 
cloth in a pocket. He finished tightening the coolant tube, and adjusted a few more assorted 
mechanics. ‘Chewie, could you hand me the plasma-torch?’ He obliged, and passed it to Han. 
“Thanks buddy.” 


After soldering two joints together, he emerged from the wall again. He breathed, his brow 
moist with perspiration. “That should do it. Chewie, try the hyperspace coordinates now.” The 
wookiee left the room, and Han wiped off his coolant covered hands. Footsteps came from 
behind him, and he turned to see one of the passengers. 


“Hey Han,” the blond boy brushed a piece hair out of his azure eyes. “How’s the repair 
going?” 


“Tt should be done soon, Luke. Chewie’s testing it now. How’s the old man?” 


“Same as always. He’s meditating now.” Luke looked down at his worn shoes. “I can’t 
help but feel this is going to be some adventure I’m getting into.” 


“Huh.” Han leaned on a steel arch. The ship lurched, and he stumbled backwards. As it 
evened out, a warm hum filled the corridor. He smiled, and turned to Luke. ‘Hyper drive’s 


32 


fixed, kid. Two days from now we’ll be on... “He paused melodramatically,” beautiful 
Alderaan.’ Han motioned a starburst with his hand. He stopped, and looked at the blond 
young man. “I have a bad feeling about this, just so you know.” 


Luke smirked, and shook his head. “I’ll tell Ben. See you later, Han.” He shook his hair 
once more, and turned for the living quarters. 


Han entered the cockpit, and sat down. “I hope he’s wrong, Chewie. I’ve had enough 
adventure for my lifetime.” Chewbacca rumbled an agreement, and they focused on their 
destination. 


XXXXXXXKXXXKXKKXX 


The doctor was stunned. What would the infamous Darth Vader want with a Senator who 
was in suspended animation? 


“Um... She’s— She’s...” His towering figure made it difficult to concentrate. She closed 
her eyes and tried again. No sound came, so she pointed to the far wall. 


Vader motioned for the Stormtroopers to wait, and he paced quickly to the capsule. 


When he saw her face, he fell to his knees. He placed a black-encased palm upon the 
transparisteel, and the room seemed to drop from under him. 


“Angel... my dear, beautiful angel...” His throat was tight, and tears brimmed over his 
eyes. “I’ve missed you...” He heard the door open, and the Stormtroopers left, leaving him in 
his moment. 


He sat for what seemed like an eternity, watching her motionless body in its hibernation. 
His ventilator was the sole noise in the large, sterile room. The only exception being that 
every so often he would whisper her name, as softly as mist. He stayed there for a while 
longer, taking in her every feature. 


He stood abruptly, and looked to the doctor. 


“When can she be awakened?” He still spoke quietly, and the doctor could see humanity. 
That he loved, and was not a monster of hatred and evil. She turned to the info-terminal, and 
read over some notes. 


“She has been in stasis for almost 20 years, and a cure has been found for her condition.” 
Her eyes scanned the monitor again, before turning to the Sith. “The awakening process will 
be the most difficult. She will probably be blind for a period; and weak as well. After she 
recovers from hibernation sickness, we can give her surgery and IV medication to stabilize 
her condition.” 


“What is her condition, Doctor?” There was tension in his voice, as he tried to hide the 
guilt and pain he felt. 


“A severely enlarged heart, most likely from excessive stress and lack of oxygen. This lead 
to heart failure. There is also some fluid buildup in the protective layer of the heart. This was 
caused by trauma, as well as the heart failure later on.” 


Vader was stunned. He had injured his Angel, to the point where she would have died. I 
could have killed her. I thought I did. He felt faint, and swayed. The doctor pushed a chair 
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behind him, and he fell into it. The emotions were overpowering. How could I have done such 
a thing? 

With his emotional state, came memories. 

The path ahead was dark, except for moonlight, and Vader walked swiftly to the 
mausoleum. He entered the crypt, slowly. The hallways were grand, the stained glass 
windows of Naboo’s history lit by plasma lamps. Floral arrangements in red and green 


attempted to lighten the cold grey corridors. He made it to a large door, with a plaque 
reading a few sentences. 


“Our Beloved Queen and Senator, 
Loved by many, and who loved all. 
Forever rest in peace.” 


He opened the large black door, and entered the tomb. Kneeling before the marble statue 
of his beloved, he lay down a bouquet of Nubian orange blossoms, Naboo Rominarias, and a 
white and red rose. Symbols of eternal love, of unity. He stood once more, trying to lock away 
the memory of the room. 


“Goodbye, my Angel.” He whispered, and turned away. 
He left, back into the halls, and then into the blackness of the night. 


As he returned from the memory, he saw the physician checking on the other patients 
throughout the room. He stood, and she came over. 


“Would you like to wake her, Lord Vader?” She looked at him, with warmness in her eyes 


“Yes.” He responded. The doctor did not seem to think he was intimidating any longer. He 
tried to search her mind, hoping he could find the cause for her trust. Love. That was the 
answer. He loved Padmé, and she knew. 


The doctor sat by the info-terminal, typed a few notes, then looked at Vader. “May I also 
ask your relation to her?” 


Vader sighed, even though the doctor knew how he felt, he did not want to show any more 
emotional weakness. “She is my wife.” 


A slight wave of surprise flitted through the doctor’s mind, but she hid it well. After 
inputting some more data on the terminal, she went over to Padmé’s capsule. She activated a 
mechanism, and the bed rose on repulsor-lifts. She turned to Vader. “We have to awaken her 
in a small room. Certain procedures are required, so we cannot allow any other people into 
the room. Once she shows signs of consciousness, however, I can bring you to see her.” 


Vader nodded, his thoughts echoing in his mind. She wont recognize me with my mask... 
My voice is distorted. But she will be blind from the hibernation. Perhaps I can take my 
helmet off, for a few moments. He looked at the doctor, “Is she to be awakened in a hyperbaric 
room?” 


The doctor nodded. “The oxygen concentration will help reanimate her.” 


“T would like to remove my helmet when I am with her.” He stated. 
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“That would be fine. I see no reason why not.” She was nervous to see his injuries; no one 
knew anything about the man behind the mask. She summoned a medical droid, and they 
moved the pod to a smaller hallway. “I will call you in when she is awakened.” 


Vader simply nodded, and watched his wife’s capsule fade down the hall. 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 


“Hey kid, get up here, will ya?” Han was yelling from the cockpit, as the Alderaanian air 
patrol was asking for a code transmission. 


The gritty voice came over the comm system again. “Alderaan air patrol to unidentified 
YT-1300 light freighter. You have entered restricted airspace. Please transmit an approved 
landing code, as well as the reason for your visit.” 


Han put his head in his hands, knowing that even Luke didn’t have a code. “Alderaan air 
patrol, this is Han Solo, captain of the Millennium Falcon, YT-1300 freighter. I am here with 
Luke Skywalker and Ben Kenobi who must speak with the Queen immediately. They have 
information about her daughter.” 


“Hang on a moment, Sir. We are transmitting the names to the Queen.” The comm clicked 
off for a moment. A few minutes later, the voice spoke again. ‘The Queen is off-planet at the 
moment.’ Han sighed. Great, now we came this way for no reason. He piped up again. “But 
she will hold audience with you on the moon Yavin IV. I am transmitting the coordinates. 
Under no circumstance allow the Empire to get a hold of them, sir.” 


Han sighed again, relieved. “Thank you.” He turned to Chewbacca, “Set the coordinates, 
Chewie.” 


Chewbacca growled, and pushed a series of switches and buttons. 

Han smiled. “Thanks, buddy.” 

Luke arrived in the room, and glided to a stop. “What?” 

“Never mind, Luke. We have a change of course, to the moon Yavin IV” 


His cerulean eyes were vacant with confusion for a split second, and then he looked at 
Han. “Why?” 


“The Queen has been relocated. I have a feeling it has to do with the Empire.” He leaned 
forward. “I also have a really bad feeling about this.” 


Luke closed his eyes for a moment, and then looked back to Han. “It’ll be fine. I know.” 
Han rolled his eyes and leaned back. “Don’t tell me the Force told you that.” 


He shrugged his shoulders. “I guess it did. The darkness is pretty far away, but we’ll be 
much safer near Yavin.” With a glance into the hall, he waved to Han. “I need to go back to 
mny training.” 


Before Han could make another comment, Luke had run down the corridor. Chewbacca 
turned to Han, with a long string of chirps and growls. 


“Don’t worry; the kid’s got some kind of insight. I’m sure he’II be right.” 
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Chewie responded with another vocalization. 
“No, I don’t believe in the ‘Force’. He’s probably just a little... psychic.” 


The wookiee shook his head at Han’s and turned back to the navigation computer. Han sat 
resting his head on his hand, contemplating the recent events. 


XXXXXXXKXXKXKXXKXX 


My body felt as if I was on fire, every limb hotter than the sun. I heaved for air, and felt 
lightheaded. 


“Padmé? Can you hear me?” The voice was distant, and unfamiliar. I tried to nod, but my 
muscles would not oblige. I began to hear sounds, droids moving about, the soft woosh of my 
heartbeat. 


“Padmé, I’m your physician, Dr. Natalya Zhel. You have been in stasis for the past 19 
years, and we are attempting to awaken you. Can you move any part of your body?” 


I tried again to move my head, but nothing happened. I felt a prick on my fingertips. The 
small dot of pain erupted back into a wildfire. I wanted to scream, to thrash, anything. My 
chest burned, and the pricks came again, bringing a torrent of agony. 


I couldn’t breathe, my heart began to race. I tried to gasp, to gain precious air. Nothing. 

Panic washed over me, as I heard a monitor sing one flat note. 

I slipped back into darkness. Painless, thoughtless, I disappeared once more. 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 


The Sith Lord was pacing in the waiting area, growing frustrated. I felt her presence, she 
was there. And then she disappeared. Why? I know she’s alive, perhaps even conscious! He 
stopped at a small window, and watched the air traffic speed by. After a few minutes, he 
turned to walking back and forth. The room was plain, with the red chairs and windows an 
attempt to lighten up the atmosphere. A plant with small white blossoms sat in the corner, and 
Vader recognized it as an Everlily. He stopped examining the room as footsteps approached. 


“Lord Vader.” Dr. Zhel appeared from the room. He stopped pacing, his cloak drifting to 
the ground like volcanic ash. “Your wife has gone into cardiac arrest, and she needs 
emergency surgery.” 


Vader staggered, and felt as if a force pike had gone through his chest. “Will she be 
alright? Will she live?” 


The doctor looked torn. “Her condition is more severe than we thought, but she should 
recover. She has a very strong will. There still is the chance she will die, but it is very 
insignificant. They are prepping her for surgery as we speak.” 


Vader nodded, and turned to the window. Dr. Zhel left the room, and proceeded towards 
the operating room. As soon as her footsteps faded, he sat down into a chair, and fell into 
meditation. 


I stood overlooking the magma falls, the heat tortuous and nearly unbearable. A lone tear 
rolled down my face, a memory of the man I once was, of my mother, all the ones I’d 
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murdered. A gleaming Naboo skiff landed on a platform. I felt her presence; I knew it was my 
Angel. I began to run for her ship, and when she saw my figure approaching, Padmé ran 
towards me. Her face was creased with worry. 


I was mere feet from her. “Padmé, I saw your ship . . .” She continued to run until she 
reached my embrace. She was distraught, and her eyes were moist with tears. I attempted to 
comfort her, “What are you doing out here?” Something had gone wrong on Coruscant; 
otherwise she would not have ignored my request for her to stay behind. 


Her breathing was irregular, heavy. She looked at me, fear rising in her deep brown eyes. 
“I was so worried about you. Obi-Wan told me terrible things.” 


“What things?” The mention of Obi-Wan’s name infuriated me, and I knew he had told her 
of my actions. 


“He said you have turned to the dark side . . . that you killed younglings.” Her pitch rose 
an octave, her mind struggling to erase the thought of me killing innocent beings. My anger 
rose larger in my chest, and I looked down, hiding my regret-filled eyes from her. 


I looked back to her, and made an attempt to hide my throat burning with fury. My voice 
was calm, reassuring. “Obi-Wan is trying to turn you against me.” 


She shook her head, not knowing who to believe. Her voice became as soft as mine. “He 
cares about us.” 


“Us?” A torrent of rage rose over my composure, and the word tasted bitter. 


She looked uneasy, and I knew she didn’t want to say anything. She finally spoke the words 
that plagued her. “He knows . . . He wants to help you.” She looked into my eyes, their umber 
irises burning with confusion and desperation. “Anakin, all I want is your love.” 


I wanted to take the offer, to have the guarantee of her love. My mind went immediately 
back to the dreams, and I knew I couldn’ save her if I gave in. “Love won’t save you, Padmé. 
Only my new powers can do that.” 


She searched my crystal blue eyes, for a hint to the puzzle I had become. I felt her panic 
rise into my own chest. “At what cost? You are a good person. Don’t do this.” She continued 
to shake her head in disbelief, and her eyes still begged me to take her offer. 


“I won't lose you the way I lost my mother. I’ve become more powerful than any Jedi has 
ever dreamed of and I’ve done it for you. To protect you.” Seriousness took over my features, 
and I fought away the memory of my mother. I would not lose my Angel; she was all I had left. 


The worry broke into her voice. “Come away with me. Help me raise our child. Leave 
everything else behind while we still can.” 


“Don’t you see? We don’t have to run away anymore. I have brought peace to the 
Republic. Iam more powerful than the Chancellor. I can overthrow him, and together you and 
I can rule the galaxy. Make things the way we want them to be.” She shook her head 
frantically, trying to decipher what I had just said. I had betrayed her; I knew that I was no 
longer the Anakin she loved. Using the Force I tried to wordlessly plead with her. 


She continued to look at me incredulously, and I could see in her face she was hurt, that 
she knew now Obi-Wan had been telling her the truth. “I don’t believe what I’m hearing . . . 
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Obi-Wan was right. You’ve changed.” The last words stung, as if a hot ember had jumped 
through my heart. My endless anger for Obi-Wan continued to grow, he had betrayed me. He 
had failed me. 


I looked into her beautiful face, struggling to keep my temper down. “I don’t want to hear 
any more about Obi-Wan. The Jedi turned against me. Don’t you turn against me.” 


Her voice was nearly hysterical, and she struggled against tears. “I don’t know you 
anymore. Anakin, you’re breaking my heart... You are going down a path Ican‘t follow.” 


Then I sensed him. Obi-Wan. He was here. My tone was strained, still battling the rising 
emotions. “Because of Obi-Wan?” 


She took a step forward, and continued. “Because of what you’ve done . . . what you plan 
to do. Stop, stop now. Come back! I love you.” Her breaths were heaving, tears had filled her 
eyes. I looked behind her, feeling my old master’s presence even more clearly. A yell rose out 
of my chest. 


“Liar!” 


She looked behind her, and spotted Obi-Wan on the ramp from the ship. A wave of fear 
filled the bond we shared. “No!” Her breath stuck, and I felt another surge of panic. 


My anger overpowered her emotions. I knew what Obi-Wan had come here to do. “You’re 
with him. You brought him here to kill me!” I could not believe my own Angel would turn 
against me. She would kill me just to bring peace to a fallen Republic. 


Her voice was frantic. “NO! Anakin, I swear... I...” She looked desperately to both sides, 
terror filling her mind. Her brown eyes pleaded with me. My anger swelled like an enormous 
wave, and I looked at her, my eyes flashing with crimson and yellow. I reached a hand up to 
her, the dark side of the Force overpowering my love for her. She began to choke, her hands 
reaching to her throat. 


“Let her go, Anakin.” Obi-Wan was slowly walking down the ship’s boarding ramp, his 
tone commanding me to release the darkness, to spare my Angel. Her eyes started to become 
vacant, and she said my name once more. 


“Let her go!” Obi-Wan was on the platform now, and he enunciated every word, 
struggling to keep his own disappointment and anger at bay. I did not release her from my 
grip. 

I felt her life fading, my anger was too great. Her eyes closed, and she began to disappear 
from the Force. I heard her attempts to breathe cease, and her fragile throat collapsed 
beneath my grip. I released her, and she fell lifeless to the ground. My heart began to pound. 
Words in my throat caught, and I could only manage one. “No... no...” I ran over to where 
she lay, I tried to feel for a beat of her heart. There was nothing, only silence. Her presence 
faded from the Force, becoming smaller until it was gone. I felt cold, her comforting 
warmness gone from around me. I sat beside her body, and caressed her cheek. Staring into 
her lifeless eyes, I broke down. Salt water clouded my vision, and ran tracks through the ash 
on my face. I held her to my chest, mourning the beautiful Angel I lost. Without a second 
thought, I took my lightsaber, the grip cold and unforgiving, and the blade shot up, 
illuminating her in a beautiful sapphire light. Obi-Wan dove for me, reading my thoughts. 
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Before he could stop me, I drove the ocean blade into my own heart, and fell to the side 
peacefully with my Angel within my embrace. 


Vader awoke with a start, and took a minute to regain his composure. He loathed when the 
Force showed him visions of what could have been, for it made him feel remorseful and 
weak. Standing, he began to pace once more. Patience was never something he had, even less 
so now. An edge of anxiety crept into his mind. What if she dies? Force, please save her. He 
had no reason why the Force would listen to his request. He had brought it into darkness, and 
placed most of the known galaxy into oppression. He had helped Palpatine. He thought back 
to his vision. No. That was who he was now. He was no longer Anakin, no longer the Jedi he 
had been. He would not be able to change his path. 


“Together we can rule the galaxy. Make things the way we want them to be!” His voice 
echoed, and his pace quickened. Will she take my offer now? Will she see that the galaxy can 
be stronger with her at its head? Will she become Empress by my side? 


Vader tried to answer the questions, but it was near impossible. He could only attempt to 
see her future, and he admitted to himself that, for once, he was afraid. He desperately wanted 
his Angel by his side, but she wanted democracy. She hated the darkness; she hated what he 
had become. 


“I don’t know you anymore” The words chilled him, and he stopped pacing. He closed his 
eyes, and tried to focus on the Force. He could feel her, the energy weak but existent. A small 
smile of relief filled his face. Focusing even more intently, he spoke a few words. 


“TI love you, Angel.” 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 


After 12 grueling hours, Dr. Zhel headed to the information terminal. The operation had 
been a success, and Padmé was still recovering from the sedative. After recording the 
outcome of the surgery, she left for the waiting area. When she arrived in the room, it was 
empty. She glanced around the nearby rooms, but there was no sign of Lord Vader. She 
walked through the corridors, looking for him. Nothing. Knowing that she had to check on 
Padmé as well as other patients, she gave up. 


As she walked back past the waiting room once more, she looked again. She saw his tall 
figure stop walking and look up. She was a little un-nerved by his sudden appearance, and 
stopped abruptly. 


His deep voice echoed through the room. “Is she alright?” His figure stood tense, waiting 
for a reply. 


Natalya nodded. “Yes, Lord Vader. She’s recovering at the moment. She needs bacta 
injections for the next few days, as well as other medication. She will be fine though.” He 
visibly relaxed, and the doctor continued. ‘You may see her in 3 hours; however she will not 
be able to be awakened for a day.’ Vader nodded, his relief growing by the minute. “I will 
have a nurse bring you into the room when we are ready.” 


“Thank you, Doctor...” He realized he did not know her name. He tried to hide his pause 
by turning away. Vader had already shown a great deal of weakness, and it made him scorn 
himself. 
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“Zhel.” She finished. He heard her footsteps walk away, and the room was empty once 
more. He turned his comm on, deciding that he could not delay a prolonged stay on 
Coruscant. 


“Ozzel.” He regained his intimidating tone. 
The Admiral picked up. “Yes, my lord?” 


“T will be delayed for another few days. It is unavoidable. Should the Emperor attempt to 
make contact, tell him that I am undergoing treatment at a medical center.” He waited for 
Ozzel’s reply. 


“Yes, Lord Vader.” He bowed quickly, and Vader shut off the comm. Hopefully his excuse 
would hold, the Emperor’s suspicion was not something the Sith Lord needed. 


He began to pace once more, hoping that the hours would pass quickly. 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 


Vader walked quickly behind the doctor, anxious to see his wife once more. Dr. Zhel 
stopped at the door. 


“T’m going to warn you, she is in a fairly fragile state. She needs extra oxygen, as well as 
intravenous medication. The bacta has sped up her healing, but it is not enough yet.” She 
turned back to the door, and scanned a small device. The door slid open, and they entered an 
air lock. He could see his wife, her brown curls splayed out on the pillow, and her soft and 
beautiful features peaceful in sleep. The doctor opened the second door, and they entered the 
small room. It was white and grey, the walls plain with the exception of a few monitors. A 
small window overlooked the sprawling city. In the distance, the remains of the Jedi Temple 
stood, its large pillars stood as a memorial to the past. Vader turned, trying to avoid the past 
once more. 


Padmé’s fragile frame lay in a small hoverbed; IV’s weaving around her arms. Dr. Zhek 
turned to read a monitor, and Vader used the Force to pull a chair to her bedside. He sat, and 
attempted to grasp her pale hand without disrupting the tubes. He moved his gloved thumb in 
a circle, as he used to when she was distraught. He grew disappointed with the fact that he 
could no longer feel her satin skin, and it was just another thing he had lost. The negative 
memories threatened the moment, and he struggled to push them away. 


I am here now. I can see my Angel, and hold her hand once more. Nothing else matters, 
she is with me again. 


He looked at her face, and noticed a small tear escape her closed lids. He moved his other 
hand to gently brush it away. Her body was not yet conscious; he could not decipher her 
emotions. He tried to send her another message through the Force. Angel, don’t be afraid. I 
am here, and you are safe. We have been united once more. 


Vader continued to sit near her, drinking in her presence. There had barely been a day 
when he had not hated himself for killing her, for destroying the one true love he had. It 
seemed surreal, that he would finally have her embrace once more. That he could have 
someone to call his Angel. As he went through memories in his mind, the light outside began 
to fade, and the stars took over the sky. 
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XXXXXXXKXXKKXXKXX 


The fire began again. My throat burned with an agonizing thirst, my fingers felt as if they 
were smoldering. I felt my legs begin to throb, and the numbness began to recede. I heard a 
voice, distant yet familiar. My ears were ringing, and my eyes fluttered. I felt dizzy, and my 
forehead broke out in a cold sweat. 


A tender touch wiped away the beads of sweat before they rolled down my face. I tried to 
open my eyes, to see who it was. I felt my eyelids open, but there was only darkness. The 
small voice came again. 


“Padmé?” I recognized it, yet my mind would not tell me the reason why. I braced myself 
against a wave of nausea, and the fire started once more in my limbs. I swallowed harshly, 
trying to break out of the pain. “Doctor Zhel, is she alright?” With the voice came a caress of 
my cheek, and the pain seemed to subside. I turned my head towards the source, and I heard it 
whisper. 


“Angel?” 
I knew who it was. I struggled to speak, and managed a single word. “Ani?” 
I heard a sigh of relief, and the hand lay back on my forehead. “I’m here. Don’t worry.” 


My memories were clouded, and I fought against another wave of nausea. I weakly tried to 
reach a hand out, to touch his face. “Anakin?” I repeated. A firm hand grasped mine. 


“Don’t. You have an IV. I’m right here, Angel.” 


“Anakin,” My breathing was harsh, and another wave of sickness passed over me. “Don’t 
leave. Stay.” I 


“I’m staying, Padmé. I won’t leave you.” The voice was comforting, and I closed my eyes. 
The excruciating flames in my limbs began to fade, and I slept once more. 


XXXXXXXKXXXKXKKXKX 


I awoke some time later. As I opened my eyes, the room was blurred. I tried to make out 
figures, but only colors showed themselves. The pain has all but ceased in my limbs, and the 
nausea had subsided. 


“Anakin?” I called, remembering his promise. 
“Padmé, can you see me?” His warm voice let relief fall over me. I shook my head. 


“T can’t see. Where am I?” I tried again to find him, but all I could see was a group of 
lights straight in front of me. 


“The Imperial Senate MedCenter. You have been in stasis for 19 years.” His voice grew 
slightly strained, and I could tell he was holding back emotion. He whispered something, 
nearly unintelligible. “19 years without you.” 


“What happened?” I inquired. I tried to remember, but my memories were obscured. “Why 
am I here, Ani?” 
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“You don’t remember?” He asked incredulously. I shook my head in response. He sighed. 
“Your heart was enlarged, and filled with fluid, and it stopped. They had to put you in stasis 
to save your life.” 


I a nagging feeling told me was not telling the entire truth, but I was too tired to argue with 
him. I turned my head to one side, and looked at the blurs. I felt a familiar sensation grip my 
small hand. Remembrance sparked in my head. His cybernetic hand’s glove. “Ani, why aren’t 
you using your normal hand?” 


“T lost it.” His answer was simple, and I knew he didn’t want to discuss it. “They are both 
robotic.” 


A tear came to my eyes; I knew how much he hated having the first one. “I’m sorry.” 
He wiped it away, and his voice became serious. “No, don’t be sorry.” 


I grasped his hand in return. A door opened, and I heard footsteps. “Lord Vader, we need 
to give her more medication.” 


Anakin’s voice spoke. “Go ahead.” 


A cold feeling filled my body. Lord Vader? The voice became directed at me. “Ms. 
Padmé? We need to give you an injection. It will burn, and you will become drowsy. 
Alright?” 


I nodded. The hand brushed my forehead as I felt a medical droid give the injection. 

I heard one last voice. “Sleep well, Angel.” 

My thoughts were still haunted by the name she had spoken. 

Vader. 

Voices echoed in my head, as my memories flooded my mind. 

“Padme, I need your help. He’s in grave danger.” 

“From the Sith?” 

“From himself... Padme, Anakin has turned to the dark side.” 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 


Vader sat incredulously, wondering how Padmé could have forgotten what he had done to 
her. He knew that hibernation sickness could cause amnesia. But she remembered my name, 
that I had a cybernetic hand. 


He waited for her to awaken, and he braced himself for her reaction to his face. Removing 
the mask had given him the ability to speak with her. He was grateful for that. How could he 
possibly explain his condition? He could not forgive himself for what he had done to her, but 
he knew she would give him her endless sympathy. He was a monster, and he reminded 
himself of that daily, for the past 19 years. 


Vader began to get frustrated. He was truly angry at Obi-Wan, for failing him. Why did he 
have to follow Padmé? His nerves were fraying, and every second thought of his old master 
caused him to tense. He held in a growl, and noticed he had been gripping Padmé’s hand 
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intensely.He swore in Huttese, and released her from his grip. He held his head in his hands, 
and struggled to control his emotions. I will not hurt her again. I cannot hurt her again. 


He sat quietly, his hatred of himself the only company he had. 
XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 


When I opened my eyes, the light burned them. I blinked hard a few times, and then tried 
to focus on the wall across from me. I noticed I could see every detail, and smiled that my 
vision had returned. There was a small window near my right side, and I looked out at the 
passing traffic. As my mind became further oriented, I noticed something else. The chair 
beside my bed was empty. 


“Ani?” I called quietly. Was it just a dream? Did I even see him before? My heart began to 
race, and memories began to flood my mind. Short scenes ran through my conscious. 


Where are the twins? Is Anakin dead? Is the Empire still... in charge? 


Mustafar’s lava plumes and ash interrupted my questions. My throat felt tight, and I 
remembered Anakin trying to kill me. His anger, his power was more important than I was. 
How could I possibly still love a man who tried to kill me? I had no answer. I didn’t hate him, 
I was just furious with his attempt to kill me in cold-blood. 


He wasn’t the only one I was irate with. The other two were Jedi masters. Obi-Wan Kenobi 
and Yoda. How could they have just let Anakin go? They knew he was struggling, yet they 
did nothing to help him. The rules of the Jedi Council were too important to let a young man 
save his mother. Or his wife. My eyes narrowed, and I tried to control my raging fury. 


I closed my eyes, and took a few deep breaths. I heard noises around me, but I figured it 
must be a medical droid. I continued to lie quietly, attempting to relax my quick breaths. 


“Padmé?” Anakin. He was here. I continued my calming routine, ignoring the new round 
of frustration that came with his voice. “Are you awake? Can you see?” 


I opened my eyes, and turned my head. I was ready to give him my thoughts, to get rid of 
all my anger. I stopped, my mouth open. A small gasp escaped my lips. 


An unfamiliar man sat in the chair next to me. His entire body, with the exception of his 
face, was covered in black armor. His face was scarred and pale, and he had none of his 
golden curls left on his scalp. The only thing left that I could recognize were his glistening 
cerulean eyes. He turned his eyes away, looking ashamed. 


I finally gained the nerve to speak. “Wha-what happened?” It was a whisper; I was still 
shocked to see the man I once knew changed so drastically. 


He looked up at me, his eyes sad. “Obi-Wan did this to me. He left me to die on Mustafar. 
I wear the suit to live, and a mask when I am not in an oxygenated environment.” He sighed. 
“Tam an evil being, it is fitting.” His face turned away from me once more. 


To see my beloved scarred and tortured by his emotions was near unbearable. I couldn’t 
think of what to say. Yes, he had caused me to suffer, but was it really necessary for him to be 
trapped in a suit for the rest of his life? 


“Ani.” I paused, waiting for him to look at me. “Don’t, you are still the man I love.” 
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His eyes flashed an eerie yellow. “I am no longer Anakin Skywalker, the brave Jedi 
Knight, fighting for democracy and peace. I am Darth Vader, Sith Lord and part of the 
Empire.” He stood and looked out the small window. “The man you loved does not exist. I 
killed him when I hurt you on Mustafar.” 


I still did not want to fight with him. There were more questions that I needed answers to. 
The Empire is still alive, but what about the twins? Does he know they exist? Is Obi-Wan still 
alive, and where is he? 


“Can you answer some questions for me?” I asked meekly. 


He sat once more, and looked at me intently. “Yes, but I am still unsure of some of the 
answers.” He sounded exhausted. 


I didn’t know where to start, and I felt anxiety creep up on me. “The baby... I think it... 
died. I’m not sure.” I did not want to lie, I loathed being untruthful. His eyes dulled, and he 
shook his head. 


“T have not sensed it in the Force; I do not think it survived. I believe you are right.” He 
put his hand to his forehead, and I could tell that he despised how he gave up everything. 


“Ani, it was twins.” I scanned his face for a reaction. His face registered shock, and then 
returned to the previous monotone expression. He was hiding his emotions, as he had done so 
many times before. 


“A boy and a girl.” 


He stood abruptly, and strode over to the corner of the room. As a medical droid passed, he 
shoved it violently. It shattered into a thousand pieces, and fear began to numb me. 


“Anakin! Stop!” I tried to yell, but it came out as a whimper. He roared, and another droid 
fell victim to his rage. My eyes filled with tears, and I could barely speak. I began to shake. 
“Ani... please.” He looked at me, and his eyes were a swirl of fire. They were hostile, and 
unfamiliar. He walked towards me, and I instinctively held up my arm. I was terrified of him, 
he was a stranger. 


He looked at me, and left the room. I saw him in the airlock, as he replaced his mask. 
Watching him go, I doubted my trust in him. 


Was there still good in his soul? 


Or was he the Sith he claimed to be? 
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5. Premonitions 


A/N: Sorry for the later than usual update, I’ve been up to a lot again! I will most likely be 
updating every week. Earlier if I have time. Thanks again for all the reviews and favorites. 


4 
Premonitions 


The Millennium Falcon passed over miles of dark green forest, and Chewbacca punched 
away at the Galactic Positioning screen. It began to beep, and he let out a growl. 


Han turned to him. “There’s no base? There has to be! Check the coordinates again.” He 
leaned over two screens, and then pushed a few buttons on the console. “Try it now, Chewie.” 
He trilled, and shook his head. 


Luke stood up and looked at the console. “It’s around here, I feel it. Can you send a 
message on all frequencies?” 


“Sure, kid. Hopefully someone friendly’s on the other end though.” His voice was slightly 
more sarcastic than usual, and he picked up a small microphone. “Yavin IV base, this is 
Captain Han Solo of the Millennium Falcon. We are requesting permission to land.” 


Static filled the cockpit for a moment, and then a voice broke through. “Captain Solo, this 
is Yavin IV base. We are removing the invisibility shield from the landing bay. Proceed to 
coordinates 60, 40.” 


“Thank you, Yavin base. Solo out.” The mic crackled again and then shut off. ‘Alright, 
Chewie. Did ya get that?’ The wookiee shook his head in agreement. With a flip of a few 
switches, the Falcon was headed for the base. Han spun in his chair. “We should be there in 
20 minutes, kid.” 


Luke stood, and headed back to the living quarters. “Hey Ben. We’ll be at the base in 20 
minutes.” The old Jedi Master looked up, and his eyes narrowed for a moment. 


“Luke, something is bothering you, isn’t it?” 
The blonde-haired boy shook his head in response. “No.” 


“Be wary of your feelings. They can tell you when you are in danger. It is not wise to hide 
them.” His voice was stern; he wanted Luke to be honest with him. His storm-grey eyes 
scanned the boy’s once more. 


Luke sat on a metal bench. He looked defeated. “Alright. I’ve been having these dreams. I 
don’t know what they mean.” 


“What are they about?” Ben leaned forward. “Do you recognize the people in them?” 


“T don’t know. I’m sitting on an island, on a strange planet. There are a lot of green plants, 
and a big palace is in front of me.” He sighed, and continued with his head down. ‘When I 
look at the palace, there are people on the balcony. I feel like I know them, but I’ve never 
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seen their faces before. There are two women. One has curly brown hair, she’s older. She is 
very beautiful and she smiles. Another woman has brown hair in a braid. Behind her is a dark 
shadow. I can’t see the face, but I know that it’s a person. I can’t remember the rest. A big 
green light fills my eyes, and it gets really hot. Then I wake up.’ He tossed a piece of fabric 
he was fiddling with. “It’s stupid, I know.” 


Ben stood, and put a hand on his shoulder. “Your dreams can be messages from the Force. 
From the past, the present, or the future. You must watch them, but in time they will reveal 
their true meaning. They...” He stopped. Kenobi was slightly startled by Luke’s dreams, and 
he had a nagging feeling that the boy’s dream was a premonition. He looked outside into the 
vast darkness of space. Could it be a dream of his mother and his sister? How would he know 
what they look like, unless someone has showed him? He realized that Force imprints of his 
family had been uncovered, from a recent memory. But what memory could that be? The 
holo! His subconscious memory has allowed the Force to send him a message. 


“Ben?” Luke had appeared in front of him. “Are you alright? You just kind of trailed off 
and had a weird look on your face.” He looked concerned. 


“Yes. My mind isn’t what it used to be, I’m afraid.” Ben turned and looked back at Luke. 
“We should be arriving soon. You should get prepared.” 


Luke agreed soundlessly, and walked into an adjoining room. He began to pack his small 
amount of possessions. A few shirts, a pair of desert pants, a small stone he had taken from 
Tatooine, and his father’s lightsaber. He twirled the chrome hilt in his hand, and ignited the 
deep blue blade. It made him happy to have a piece of his real family. He tried to imagine his 
father fighting alongside hundreds of Jedi, trying to preserve peace and justice. Sitting down 
on the bunk bed with the saber in hand, he let his daydreaming take over. 


Images floated around in his mind, none of them having a rhyme or reason. 
Everything went black as he drifted into slumber. 


I woke up in a strange chamber, the ceilings grand and the whole room bigger than I 
thought possible. It was dim, but just enough light escaped from a strange beam at the end of 
the hallway. It changed from red to blue, pulsing with every step I took towards it. Suddenly, a 
roar filled my ears. Around me thousands of beams in emerald and cobalt began to light the 
room. Running backward, a feeling of dread filled my stomach. The strange color changing 
beam started to swing, and slowly move forward. The specks of colored light began to fall and 
disappear. I tried to run faster, but my legs stopped moving. I fell to the hard ground, and 
more beams became darkness. Counting the seconds, I waited helplessly for the mysterious 
light to reach me. 


1...2...3... Closer... 4...5... 6... Mere feet away... 7... 8... 9... 


A figure rose from behind the light, and I recognized it instantly. How or why, that was a 
mystery. I reached an arm out, and called. 


He didn’t stop. He walked through me, lying on the ground. A group of more glowing rays 
were in his path. 


Behind the rays were people. Different races, ages. Fear and determination marked on 
their faces. 
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The psychedelic blade rose, and slashed down. 


“No!” I screamed. Why would he do something like this? These were innocent beings, and 
they had not attacked him, had they? Were they traitors? 


I knew they weren’t, something deep in my mind told me that. I watched as each light was 
snuffed out, their being seeming to evaporate as bodies fell lifeless to the ground. 


When they had all gone, the light turned to me. The man reached a hand to me, but I didn’t 
take it. He kneeled, and began to shake me. His eyes were a sickly yellow, and my eyes stuck 
on the silver hilt of a lightsaber beside him. The same one I had held many times before. 


He continued to shake me, and I ignored it. I let his face fade from what I hoped was a 
simple dream. 


The brightness of the room blinded Luke as he opened his eyes. Han was above him, a 
twinge of worry in his normally mischievous eyes. 


The grin returned to his face as he realized Luke was awake. “Hey kid. You awake now?” 


Skywalker rubbed his eyes and yawned. “Yeah, Han. I just had the strangest dream 
though.” Dread still flowed through his veins; he couldn’t understand what he had seen. His 
father was a great warrior, and died protecting the Republic. Did he really kill innocent 
people? 


Han was still talking, not realizing that Luke was ignoring him. “Anyway, we’re at the 
base now, and they set up some rooms for us. You’d better hurry, because we’re meeting with 
the Queen in half an hour.” He opened a closet in the wall and dug through it. “Here. This is 
more presentable. Should fit you.” A pile of clothing landed in Luke’s lap. 


“Thanks Han. I’]] meet up with you in a minute.” He stood and put the last of his things in 
his bag. Han left the room, and Luke could hear him start talking with Ben. 


After changing into the clothes, he tossed the old ones into the sack. It felt odd for him to 
wear something other than the bland white desert wear. He looked in a mirror, and checked 
out his appearance. “Guess I’ll have to get used to it. I don’t think I’m ever going back 
home.” Slinging his bag on his back, he walked out of the room. Ben stood, and Han turned 
around. 


“Well, I think it’s time to meet with Her Highness. Don’t you think so Luke?” Han began 
to walk out of the room. 


“Hold on, Han. I gotta turn on the droids.” Luke started for the astromech and protocol 
droids sitting in the corner. 


“Alright. I’m going to give Chewie some instructions. I want him to stay here. I’ll be back 
in a minute.” Han left, and Luke flipped the sleep switches on C-3PO and R2D2. 


The golden protocol droid instantly began to ramble. “Oh goodness gracious me! What 
happened? I was just walking around and I don’t remember anything else! I didn’t miss 
anything, did I?” 


Luke sighed, already slightly annoyed with his constant talking. “You were tumed off, 
3PO.” 
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R2 made a long noise, as if he was startled. 


“Calm down, R2. You heard what Master Luke said. We were just in sleep mode.” The 
astromech interjected with a raspberry. “Don’t be silly. I knew that the entire time.” 


“Come on you two, we have a meeting with the Queen of Alderaan.” Luke patted R2’s 
dome before he walked to the small corridor adjacent. 3PO and R2 followed close behind 
him. 


XXXXXXXKXXKKXKKXX 


The group of four, plus R2 rolling behind, followed a green Twi’lek down a long hall. 
Eventually they came to a doorway, where the Twi’lek punched in a code. The door opened, 
and she bowed. “Enter, the Queen awaits you.” 


They walked in, and bowed to the Queen of Alderaan. She stood, her deep purple gown 
flooding the ground around her, and motioned for them to take a seat around a large table. 
“Welcome, I am Queen Breha. Please take a seat. We have a lot to discuss.” She sounded 
anxious, and took a large breath before sitting back down. 


Luke started first. “My uncle and I bought a protocol and astromech droid.” He motioned 
to the two droids behind him. “The astromech, R2D2, wandered off in the evening. I went to 
find him, but was attacked by Tusken Raiders. Ben Kenobi rescued me. We went to his hut, 
and then R2 played a message from Princess Leia.” 


Shock filled the Queen’s face. “Do you have this message?” 
“Yes. I can show it to you.” Luke motioned to R2. “Play the message, please, R2.” 


A small blue holo appeared on the table. It fizzled, and then an image of the Princess 
appeared. She was wearing a white dress with a hood, and she clasped her hands together 
regally. 


“General Kenobi. Years ago, you served my father in the Clone Wars. Now he begs you to 
help him in his struggle against the Empire. I regret that I am unable to present my father’s 
request to you in person, but my ship has fallen under attack and I’m afraid my mission to 
bring you to Alderaan has failed. I have placed information vital to the survival of the 
Rebellion into the memory systems of this R2 unit. My father will know how to retrieve it. 
You must see this droid safely delivered to him in Alderaan. This is our most desperate hour. 
Help me, Obi-Wan Kenobi. You’re my only hope.” She looked behind her quickly. Her figure 
crouched and the image faded away. 


Queen Breha’s face was tense, and Ben could tell how emotional she was. She swallowed 
heavily, and looked to the old Jedi and Luke. “I will get someone to put the plans into the 
computer system. I apologize that you will not be able to meet with my husband, as he has 
been captured by the Empire as well.” With another breath she seemed to regain some 
composure. “I invite you to stay with us. You will be a valuable asset to the Rebellion.” 


Luke quickly responded. “We would be honored.” Han looked to Luke with a raised 
eyebrow. “Although my friend, Han Solo, has a client that needs to be paid.” 


Before he could speak, the Queen interrupted. “How much is the bounty?” 


Han was a little off-put by her insight into his situation. “20,000 credits.” 
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“In gratitude for your bringing me this important message, consider it paid. I will have 
someone give you the amount, and then you will be free to leave.” She pressed a button on 
the table, and spoke a few quick orders. 


“Thank you, Your Highness.” Han tried to hide the growing redness in his face. 


“Tf you don’t mind, I would like to speak with Master Kenobi alone.” The Queen looked at 
the group around her. 


Luke and Han bowed slightly as they stood. “It was a pleasure to meet you, Your 
Highness.” 


She smiled in response to Luke’s reply. “Please, call me Breha.” 


The two of them nodded simultaneously. They left the room followed by C-3PO and 
headed down to their quarters. 


XXXXXXXKXXKKXXKXX 


Breha walked up to Ben. “Obi-Wan! I’m so glad to see you again.” She hugged him 
abruptly. 


“Tt is a pleasure to see you again as well.” For the first time in a long time, Obi-Wan 
allowed himself to smile. His blue-grey eyes turned friendly and crinkled at the corners. 


“Please, take a seat again.” She sat back in a chair, her aged features still held kindness 
from so long ago. “I have so many questions. I hope you can answer them.” 


Obi-Wan stroked his grey beard. “I do not have many answers. I have been living in exile 
for the past 19 years, I’m afraid.” His wise voice had a hint of sadness. 


She nodded understandingly. “Have you been watching Luke? How did you end up 
coming along with him?” 


“Yes. I have been looking over him for the past 2 decades. I followed him when he went to 
find R2D2, and rescued him from the Tuskens. He showed me the message, and I told him 
about his father and the Force. He wanted to go back home, but Beru and Owen were killed 
by Stormtroopers.” Ben sighed. “I have been training him for the past week. I think he will be 
the one to save the galaxy.” 


“Does he know anything yet?” The Queen’s voice quieted, and she glanced to the 
doorway. 


“No. He has been having dreams, but he does not know yet.” Obi-Wan looked to Breha, 
his voice taking the same tone. “I told him that his father was a great Jedi, who died by the 
hand of Darth Vader. I told him nothing of a sister, or his mother. What about Leia?” 


“Bail took her to see her mother in hibernation a few times, but he told her it was merely a 
friend.” Breha sounded nervous. “We never told her she was adopted. I think she figured it 
out, but we never told her. She knows who you are because Bail liked to tell her of his old 
friends.” 


“That decision could be unwise, unfortunately. Darth Vader can search Leia’s mind, and 
find her memories.” Obi-Wan placed one elbow on the table, and rubbed his brow. “I hope he 
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hasn’t found the location of the base.” 


“Oh, no.” Breha clasped a hand over her mouth. ‘I know now. I understand.’ Obi-Wan 
looked at her with concern. “Vader took my husband and me for interrogation. I escaped, but 
Bail is still there.” She wrung her hands, the cold realization seeping into her voice. “He 
wanted Bail to tell him where she is!” 


Obi-Wan instantly stood, his features grave. “Then I hope it is not too late. Do you know 
where she is?” 


Breha stood as well, anxiously smoothing her dress. “They are most likely on Coruscant. 
Please, I must go with you. My husband and daughter are with him, as well as one of my very 
good friends.” 


The old Jedi nodded solemnly. “Very well. I would prefer you to stay, but it is your 
decision.” He knew of the Queen’s resolve, it was a close second to Padmé’s. “It would be 
helpful if Han is still here, we need an un-documented ship for passage. I will get Luke and 
the droids.” 


“T will get some weapons and supplies, I’m sure we will need them.” She bit her lip; her 
voice was full of stress. “Do you think we can leave within the hour?” 


“We will have to ask Han.” Obi-Wan left the room, and Breha headed for the comm that 
lay on the table. 


“T need the Millennium Falcon fueled and a standard measure of supplies and weapons 
loaded on board. Within the next hour, please.” She clicked the speak button off, and waited 
for a reply. 


“Yes, milady.” 


“T also need my travelling outfits packed and placed onboard. Alert Mothma and Shessaun, 
I am heading off-planet on a mission.” She did not wait for a reply; the anxiety was growing 
too great. She headed to her quarters, and waited for Ben to contact her. 


XXXXXXXKXXXKXXKKX 


Luke went onboard the Falcon, and was followed by Han, R2D2 and C-3PO. Han was 
visibly agitated; he knew he was running out of time to pay the bounty on his head. As they 
got on board, Han headed for the cockpit. Luke started to set up the spare quarters for the 
Queen. 


When he was finished, he sat on the metal bench. He was more exhausted then he had ever 
been. Ben had only told him that they needed to save Leia and her father. It was only a guess, 
but Luke thought that there was another reason. Maybe something to do with my dreams. 


“Master Luke, are you alright? You look quite fatigued.” C-3PO stopped him from his 
thoughts. 


“Yeah, I am tired Threepio. I’ll be fine though.” Luke rubbed his eyes and stood. 


Ben strode into the room. “Hello Luke. The Queen will be here in a moment.” 
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“Ben, I can’t shake the feeling that we won’t just save Leia and her father. I feel like 
something else very important is going to happen.” He mumbled, almost as if he was unsure 
of his thoughts. 


“Watch your feelings, Luke. They can decide your future.” Ben took on his usual wise 
tone. 


The Queen entered, and Han came behind her. “Are we ready?” 
Ben spoke up. “Indeed we are. Han, set coordinates for Coruscant.” 


“Alright. Everyone hold on tight.” He grinned and left for the control room. Luke followed 
him, and Breha and Ben stayed in the living quarters. 


XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
“You ready, kid?” Han questioned as he eased them out of the landing bay. 


“Ready as I’ll ever be. Let’s go.” Luke smiled at Han, and Chewie growled at both of 
them. 


They soared over the deep forest for a few moments, until they exited the atmosphere. 
Then they were in vast space, the sky littered with sparkling stars. 


“Chewie, set the hyperspace coordinates.” The wookiee typed them in, and Han turned to 
the controls. 


“Here we go!” He shoved the steering lever, and they lurched. 


The stars became ethereal rays of white, and the Falcon disappeared in a speck of blue 
light. 
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6. Across The Stars 


A/N: Thanks again for all the reviews and views! Let me know if there are any 
errors/continuity issues. :) 


I hope you enjoy the chapter. 
5 
Across The Stars 


I sat still in the MedCenter bed, my fear clamping my throat. I should have told him the 
truth! Regret sickened me. I took a deep breath, trying to push back the bile. My hands still 
shook. Memories from the day on Mustafar rushed to me. For the second time, I was afraid of 
him. Of what he had become. It seemed impossible that he could ever be the same Anakin I 
knew 19 years ago. 


Despair made my throat grow tighter. How could someone with such good in them become 
so evil? I stopped myself. Was he even truly evil? As much as I tried to push him away, I 
realized I could never do it. He was my Ani and I was his Angel! A gossamer vision of his 
lopsided smile and shimmering sea blue eyes appeared before me. 


“I love you, Angel. Forever.” My heart shattered into a million pieces. I blinked, trying to 
take the image away. As soon as it appeared, it was gone. The nausea returned. My eyes 
stung, blurring the walls and monitors surrounding me. Small droplets of salt water flowed 
down my face. They stained the crisp white gown I wore. I wanted to scream. I closed my 
eyes and turned onto my side. The heart monitor beside me beeped incessantly, the speed 
making me even more stressed. 


His face reappeared behind my closed eyes. I blinked, trying to make it fade. The image 
lingered, and I grew even more agitated. With my emotions it began to morph. The golden 
curls changed to pale skin, the eyes became sunken, and red scars crisscrossed his face. The 
face made me frustrated and even more distraught. 


“What do you want from me? What do you want me to do? I love Anakin! Are you even 
that man anymore?” I gasped as I realized my voice yelling in my head was aloud. 


My eyes filled again with hot tears. I bit my lip. I was so furious with him. He could tell 
me a million times how sorry he was. Force, he could bring me all the Sein jewels in the 
galaxy. I couldn’t stand by his side, knowing what he had done to those innocent Jedi. What 
he had done to me. He didn’t deserve to have me by his side. 


I remembered his scarred face, pale and sullen. My strength began to waver. You love him, 
Padmé. You can’t deny that. That was the truth. As much as I hated his actions, I still loved 
him. I shook my head, trying to get his image out of my mind. Another thought, more painful 
than the rest. He has lost everything. Do you really want him to suffer without you? He thinks 
the twins are dead, his limbs are robotic. He is a slave to Palpatine. 
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Dr. Zhel rushed into the room, breaking my trance. First seeing me curled into a fetal 
position, she then gasped at the state of the room. I sat up quickly, trying to hide any emotion 
I was showing. I caught my reflection in the window. My eyes betrayed my facade. Bloodshot 
and swollen, the doctor would know I had been crying. 


She spoke quietly but urgently, trying to calm my nerves. “What happened? Are you 
alright? Where is Lord Vader?” I tried to speak, but I couldn’t. She took a few steps closer. 
“Take a deep breath. You need to bring down your heart rate.” 


I did as she instructed, and started again. “He was so... angry.” 


She clasped a hand over her mouth, losing her professional appearance. “He did all this?” 
My shock and fear began to fade. I gathered the strength to follow her gaze. With a glance 
around the room, I realized why she was so stunned. A pile of smoking metal lay below the 
monitors. Above it was a large gash in the wall. Wires sparked and sizzled, and a large crack 
was in the screens showing my vital signs. 


Looking away from the carnage to me, she had one question left. “Why?” 
I shook my head, not wanting to answer her question. “I can’t. I can’t talk about it.” 


With an understanding look, she paged a maintenance droid. “Please try to rest. You will 
recover much faster with as little stress as possible.” 


I laid back into the stiff bed. Closing my eyes once again, I tured my thoughts away from 
Anakin. 


The twins. 


I remembered their beautiful faces, their soft skin and big eyes. I recalled the bittersweet 
joy of seeing them, and my voice speaking their names. 


Anakin believed they had died, but I knew they had not. They were alive. The Jedi 
definitely took them far away from the Empire, but they were still alive. 


A smile crossed my face, shunting my tears aside. I would see my children. 


Not only that, I realized. They were my last hope to save him. To save the galaxy. 


Fuming, the Sith Lord stormed down the hallway. I lost them! I had twins. I am so stupid. 
Red swirled around the edges of his vision, and he clenched his fist. I’m not the only one to 
blame. If Obi-Wan had listened, they might still be here! An animalistic growl started in 
Vader’s throat at the thought of his old master. 


“Lord Vader!” Ozzel’s voice came through on the comm, breaking the quiet of the room. 
Vader answered the call swiftly, not even attempting to calm his ire. “Yes, Admiral?” 


“We have received information from Tarkin that the small Rebel presence on Dantooine 
has been eradicated. In addition, The Emperor requests a meeting with you at once.” The 
Admiral seemed unusually anxious, and Vader knew that it was an obligatory conference. 
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“T will be on board within the hour. Let the Emperor know of my itinerary.” Vader had 
stood, and exited the small room. As livid as he was, he needed to let Padmé know where he 
was going. Pulling a protocol droid aside, he gave it a message. “Inform my wife that I have 
gone to my Star Destroyer. I expect to be back within the next few hours.” 


The droid nodded. “Yes, Lord Vader.” It waddled off towards Padmé’s room. 


Vader continued to walk towards the landing bay, testing the strength of his mind barriers. 
If Palpatine got any information, Padmé would be in grave danger. He couldn’t bear to lose 
her again. That was exactly what would happen if he wasn’t mentally prepared. Exiting the 
corridor, he walked to his shuttle. A group of Stormtroopers guarded the entrance, and he 
waved them away as he boarded. 


Rage and anxiety formed a potent mix in his stomach, as he waited for the shuttle to reach 
the Devastator. 


Vader’s shuttle arrived on the Devastator, and he strode off the loading ramp. Quickening 
his pace, he made his way to the holo communications. He prepared to let his anger roam 
freely; it often put the Emperor off his trail. 


He kneeled, and a blue image formed. 


“Lord Vader. I am glad you finally returned to your ship.” He sneered, showing his rotting 
teeth. “How is your health?” 


“T am fine; I was undergoing a few routine tests.” He replied humbly, trying to block the 
Emperor from his thoughts. 


“Good, my friend. I expect you will be able to attend a meeting on the Death Star. Our 
intelligence has picked up some vital information, and Tarkin has destroyed the Rebel base on 
Dantooine.” Palpatine’s tone was condescending. He tried again to find his hidden memories, 
but Vader blocked the attempt. 


“T shall be there, my master.” 


“T expect it, Lord Vader.” Palpatine was frustrated by the strength of Vader’s will, and 
almost spat the words. Vader bowed his head, and waited for the Emperor’s image to fade. 
When he was gone, the Sith Lord stood. 


Blast! He suspects I’m hiding something. I need to make a plan, and fast. If he finds out 
any information, I’m as good as dead. 


Aside from his anger for the Emperor he realized just what his assignment meant. He 
needed to either leave Padmé alone at the Med Center, or find a way to hide her on board his 
Star Destroyer. The former might be safer, unless Palpatine learned of her existence. If he had 
her on board she would be much safer. He could constantly watch over her, and he had 
complete control of the environment. 


Padmé had no reason to listen to him. He betrayed her trust, but if she didn’t listen she 
would be putting herself in danger. 
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Why does everything have to be so complicated? Vader smashed his fist into the wall. 
There was only one thing he could do. Ask. Would she even let me near her? With a sigh, he 
left the small room and proceeded to the bridge. 


I can’t prove to her anything. I cannot look into her eyes and say I’m Anakin. I’m not! 


The door to the bridge slid open, and Ozzel turned to look. With a few strides Vader was 
side by side with him. “Admiral, prepare hyperspace coordinates for the Death Star. It is in 
orbit of Dantooine.” 


Ozzel nodded acknowledgement. “Yes, Lord Vader.” He motioned to a crewman sitting at 
a console. 


Vader continued. “I will be going back to the planet’s surface. We will have a confidential 
meeting with the high command on board the ship when I return.” If anyone said anything 
about Padmé being onboard to the other fleets or branches, she would be in more danger than 
he could protect her from. 


Another nod from the Admiral. “Yes, my lord. May I ask what the meeting is for?” 


“Tt is about a security matter that has arisen, involving high profile individuals onboard 
this Star Destroyer. You may use that as a quick briefing, but do not mention it to anyone not 
stationed on this ship. Understood?” Vader tried to hold his frustration back, but as usual was 
not doing well. 


“Yes. The proper crew shall be notified, Lord Vader.” 


Turning away once again, he proceeded to the hangar bay. He boarded the shuttle once 
more. Gazing out the window, he watched as the glow of the Coruscanti skyline came ever 
closer. 


Dr. Zhel was just about to leave the room, when she turned around to look at me again. 
From her front pocket she pulled a silken parcel. She stepped back over to my bedside. 


“This was in your chamber. I thought you might want to have it back.” Taking my hand, 
she placed it in my palm. 


With one last check of the displays surrounding me, she left. 


I sat alone once again. The maintenance droid had fixed the damage to the room, as well as 
the monitors. With a failing attempt I tried to rid myself of earlier emotions. One side of me 
tried to figure out why I could not bear to leave Anakin, but my heart told me I should just 
accept it. I just let myself fall into memories, the feelings I could remember, for nothing else 
seemed to matter. 


I mustered as much emotional strength as I could. With one trembling hand I opened the 
packet. 


Out tumbled a pendant, with a silver chain attached. 


The Japor Snippet. 
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A new round of tears started in my eyes. I gently undid the clasp, and put it around my 
neck. The soft wood fell between the folds of my gown. The torrent of emotion started again. 


I stepped into the small living area, dressed in a Handmaiden gown. The lights had been 
dimmed. Jar Jar slept on one side of the room, and R2D2 nearby him. I stepped quietly; I 
didn’t want to awaken anyone. The vivid fire-like gown trailed me as I proceeded to the holo 
communication system. A holo of Sio Bibble faded into view. His face was fraught with 
concern, and he spoke anxiously. 


“_..cut off all food supplies until you return... the death toll is 
catastrophic... we must bow to their wishes, Your Highness... Please tell us 
what to do! If you can hear us, Your Highness, you must contact me...” 


I took a deep breath, and my heart fell. So many of my people were in danger, many were 
even dying. I had sworn to protect them, to save them from oppression and corruption. I 
turned, feeling unsleeping eyes upon my back. A 9 year old Anakin sat shivering, 
unaccustomed to the cold of outer space. Switching off the message quickly, I walked over to 
where he was sitting. His young eyes had tears in them. 


I softened my voice, trying to calm him. “Are you all right?” I could see how upset he was, 
and it hurt me to know that he was suffering. 


He looked at me. “It’s very cold.” I smiled at him, and took my heavy shawl and tucked it 
around his small frame. 


As I adjusted the red fabric, I began to talk to him. “You’re from a warm planet, Annie. 
Too warm for my taste. Space iscold.” I finished wrapping it around him. 


He glanced up into my eyes. “You seem sad.” He was right, I was sad. Not for me. For 
him, for the Naboo, for the peace in the galaxy that was quickly ending. 


I met his glance. “The Queen is... worried. Her people are suffering... dying. She 
mustconvince the Senate to intervene, or... I’m not sure what will happen.” I was holding 
back emotion, and I could tell he knew. 


“I’m... I’m not sure what’s going to happen to me. I dunno if I’llever see you again.” He 
dug around in his pocket, and pulled a small trinket out. “I made this foryou. So you’d 
remember me. I carved it out of a Japor snippet... It willbring you good fortune.” He seemed 
very happy, but also nervous as he handed it to me. 


I looked it over, taking in every small detail. Then I placed the cord around my neck, and 
let it fall on top of the intense orange fabric. 


I smiled back at him, the small gift making me quite content. “It’s beautiful, but I don’t 
need this to remember you. Many thingswill change when we reach the capital, Annie. My 
caring for you will alwaysremain.” 


A small tear escaped his vibrant blue eyes, and the happiness began fade from his face. “I 
care for you too. Only I... miss...” 


Somehow I knew what he would say. I finished his sentence. “You miss your mother.” 


His eyes looked up to me again, filled with tears. He nodded, ever so slightly. I leaned 
forward and hugged him. When I let go, I readjusted the shawl around him. 
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“Don't be afraid, Ani. You will see your mother again, and she will be so very proud of 
you.” I patted his shoulder. 


A bittersweet smile filled his face, and he curled into the fabric. “Good night,” he 
whispered. 


“Good night.” I replied, as I quietly left the room. 


I lay down in a bunk, and closed my eyes. Sleep came peacefully, as I faded into a deep 
tranquility. 


“Padmé?” a deep voice startled me awake. 


I slowly opened my eyes, and saw light filter through the window beside me. The rays fell 
across the room, bathing it in warmth. A tall, dark figure stood beside my bed. I sat quickly, 
and I could feel my IV protest. His face was covered by the mask once again. 


My reply was as harsh as acid. “What?” 


“T need to speak with you. Is that all right?” He sounded tired, exasperated. Truthfully, I 
didn’t want to talk to anyone. I gave in only because we needed to sort out the emotions 
between us. 


I sighed. “Yes.” I turned to look at him. He sat in a chair nearby my bedside. 


“T need to travel to the planet Dantooine. To visit a space station.” A lengthy pause 
interrupted his speech. I knew he was trying to tread carefully, to get the best reaction from 
me. “It would be unsafe for you to remain here. The Emperor has spies, and many high 
ranking personnel are treated in this MedCenter.” Another break, his harsh breathing filled the 
room. 


I interrupted. “You want me to go with you to the space station?” A trickle of the earlier 
acidic tone still remained, but mostly I spoke in surprise. 


He nodded slowly. “That is correct. It would be much safer for you there.” 


I wasn’t exactly ready to be around him for any extended length of time, but what choice 
did I have? He would not let me stay anywhere that I was in harm’s way. “For the record, 
Anakin, I don’t approve of this. Hiding in plain sight is not an ideal plan.” I stopped, making 
sure the words sunk in. “However, I will stay on your ship if you feel it is best.” 


I could sense his relief, even though I could not see his face. He stood. “I shall prepare...” 
He stopped. One of his gloved hands reached out to me, and grasped the Japor pendant. 
Words failed to come to him. He kneeled beside me. “You-you still have this?” He 
stammered, and his emotional shield fell before my eyes. 


I looked down, and a tear of forgiveness fell onto his glove. The pain he had caused me 
earlier vanished. “For 32 years, I’ve kept this with me. I never left it behind.” He raised his 
masked face to mine. “I will cherish it forever, as a token of your love.” 


“The man you once knew is no longer here. I am no longer Anakin.” He spoke in a hushed 
tone. 
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“Tt doesn’t matter if you call yourself Darth Vader or Anakin. You still are the only one I 
will ever love.” I matched his quiet voice. My feelings prevented me from anything else. I 
could feel how much he hated himself, how much emotional turmoil he was in. “I may not 
forgive you for the times you hurt me. It won’t be easy, but I can learn to love you again.” 


His gloved hand rose and moved a single brunette curl behind my ear. He exhaled, and the 
ventilator echoed with its rhythm. “I’m... sorry.” There was nothing I wanted to hear more. 


“Thank you, Anakin.” Another tear fell, this time from happiness. 
I could forgive him, if he forgave himself. 
He stood. “I should find Dr. Zhel.” Before I could stop him, he was out of the room. 


I held the Japor pendant in my hand, swallowing the rest of my tears. “I love you, Ani.” I 
whispered. Nobody heard me, but it didn’t matter. I knew it. I only hoped he did as well. 


After a few minutes of waiting, I grew anxious. Anakin had not returned. I was still torn 
from the earlier events. Common sense was telling me that he was dangerous, and that I could 
not trust him completely. My heart told me otherwise. I wish something could tell me whether 
I’m making the right choice! 


I looked around the room, and then to my hands. Age was beginning to show, the skin 
slightly translucent. I stopped, the idea of seeing myself age discomforting. Maneuvering the 
bed so I could sit more comfortably, I tried to imagine the faces of Luke and Leia. I created 
memories of them taking their first steps, going to school. Leia would join the Legislative 
Youth; Luke would become a great Jedi. I saw my own brown eyes set in Leia’s youthful 
face. Luke’s blue eyes a reflection of Anakin’s. How wonderful will it be to see them. The 
mere thought made me ecstatic, and my smile lit the room. 


Dr. Zhel walked into the room, and Anakin followed close behind. Again, he didn’t 
remove his mask. “Hello Padmé. I’m just going to check your vital signs, and do a few 
routine tests.” She spoke cheerfully, but seemed to be hiding something. 


I simply nodded, attributing it to her being busy. She looked over the monitors, and entered 
something in her datapad before turning back around. She quickly removed my IV, and the 
minor wound smarted. “Everything seems to be normal. Your recovery went very well. You 
are free to go, however you must have daily check-ins with the medical staff on board.” 


Anxiety crawled up my throat. For a moment, I couldn’t believe that I was actually going 
to be on board an Imperial ship. My trust in Anakin’s plan began to falter. I hope Ani knows 
what he’s doing. 1 knew the Emperor, his twisted mind, the evil that coursed through his 
veins. He followed every plan to the end. His suspicions were seldom incorrect. Those who 
crossed him had no chance of mercy. 


Palpatine was my friend at a point long ago, but now I was truly afraid of him. 
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Anakin returned to the room with a hover chair. I stood, and stumbled before he caught 
me. 


“Careful. I’ve got you.” His deep voice resonated in the small room. I let him guide me to 
the chair, and sat down. He was about to turn on the repulsors, when I stopped him. 


“Wait.” A twinge of regret and fear suddenly showed itself. I knew he could tell, he 
instantly stopped and strode towards me. 


“T will do anything to make sure you are safe, Padmé.” He kneeled down to my level, and 
he spoke tensely. “You are my Angel, and I will not lose you.” He gritted his teeth, and I 
could feel his possessiveness. 


I couldn’t say anything. As much as I loved him, I could only hope that my faith in his 
decision would help change him for the better. I nodded. “Let’s go then.” The chair began to 
float, and I followed by his side out of the room. Dr. Zhel stood behind the large airlock 
viewport, and shut off the datapad before instructing the medical droids to begin sanitizing 
the room. 


We passed through the halls in silence. It was only broken by Anakin’s breathing 
mechanism. As we exited out onto the landing platform, a small squadron of Stormtroopers 
followed close behind. Familiar sounds and sights surrounded me, and I gazed the skyline for 
500 Republica, the Senate, and the Jedi Temple. A small but vital part of me wanted those old 
memories to be real once again. I turned away as the boarding ramp came down; trying to 
store away the images I saved. I directed the chair into the small corridor, and Anakin guided 
me to the stately living quarters. 


He helped me into the large bed, and made sure I was comfortable. I had definitely seen 
his anger and his frustration, but he still had humanity in him. It was the first thing he had 
shown me, and I would not let the darkness take that. Like he would not lose me again, I 
would not lose him. 


“T have to monitor the ship. We should arrive within 2 hours. Rest.” His dark figure left, 
his cloak flowing behind him. I was left alone again and followed his request. 


As difficult I thought it would be, my mind swirling with anxiety, fear, and determination, 
I managed to close my eyes, and slept dreamlessly. 


I awoke in a new room, this one duller than the first. It was a plain steel grey, with a large 
viewport on one side. 2 doors were on the right side, and a third was across from me. I sat up 
slowly. Temporary dizziness caused me to reel. After waiting for it to pass, I swung my legs 
over the side of the bed and tried to stand. I managed, but only by holding on to various 
furniture items around the room as I walked to one of the doors. 


A button opened the door, and I used the walls as a support while walking down the 
hallway. I reached a large living area, with 3 couches and a kitchen to one side. I imagined 
this would be the suite for royalty or high ranking government. Still leaning on furniture, I 
made it to the couches and sat down. Finding out where I was wasn’t a problem. I knew I was 
on the Star Destroyer. I wanted to know where Anakin was. 
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As if he had sensed my question, his armored form appeared from behind a doorway. He 
strode forward, and stood behind one of the couches. “I’m glad you are awake.” His booming 
voice echoed through the steel walls. “If you are feeling alright, I would like you to attend a 
meeting on board.” 


My eyes widened in shock. I panicked, not knowing what he meant. “Meeting?” I 
whispered. 


“T need to introduce you to the crew.” He felt my fear, and his tone became softer. “Don’t 
worry, I trust all of the personnel I have invited. They need to know that you cannot be 
revealed to the Emperor.” 


I guess they would find out eventually. I sighed. In my days as Queen, I never enjoyed 
hiding from my enemies . Or the public eye. Now I wished I could just crawl into the ’fresher 
and lock the door. 


“T accept, if you think it is safe.” I spoke senatorially, something I knew would hide my 
blinding fear. Looking down I realized suddenly that I was wearing my MedCenter gown. “I 
can hardly go wearing this.” 


He walked over to me, and put out an arm. “Come with me. There is a closet within your 
quarters.” 


I shook my head stubbornly. “I can go myself.” The fear of accepting him again made me 
seem childish. I stood, too fast. My head spun and I sat down again. “Give me a moment,” I 
panted. 


He sighed, and I knew he was a little shocked and annoyed at my sudden break in 
character. He waited patiently while I regained my footing. As I stood and managed to slowly 
walk towards the bedroom, he followed behind me. When at last we made it back, he opened 
the closet door for me. I walked in and it was filled with regal dresses. Most of them I 
remembered from my days on Coruscant. 


“Where did you get these?” I was amazed to see the gowns, yet they were a bittersweet 
reminder of my past. 


“T retrieved them from your apartment. The small sitting room has many of the items from 
there as well.” 


With another hesitant step, I pulled a modest silk and linen dress from the rack. It was a 
beautiful deep red, with a black sash and detailing. In addition I grabbed a long black cloak. I 
turned to Anakin, and he left. After a few minutes, I had the dress on and my hair in a quick 
up do. I left the bedroom and returned to the living space, where Anakin was standing, 
looking out the viewport. Slowly I walked up beside him, waiting for him to react. 


We stood in silence, watching the stars sparkle through the blackness of space. His 
breathing created an ambiance, becoming almost soothing. 


He lifted a gloved hand. Hesitating for a mere second, he gently placed it on my shoulder. 


I let him. We were together at last, no matter what had come between us. Though he was 
not forgiven, I loved him. Nothing could change that now. 
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I anxiously waited at the head of the table, Anakin standing protectively behind me. A few 
officers entered the large conference room, their eyes widening in surprise at my presence. 
They sat near the end of the table. As the remaining personnel entered, their reactions were 
close to the same. Two men were exchanging confused glances. A few muffled whispers 
floated through the room. I tried to remain calm and collected, hoping my years of political 
experience would hide any of the strong emotions I felt. 


Two more men entered. One closed the door behind him, and the other proceeded to sit to 
my left. A slight bit of greying red hair showed from his hat, and he had a mustache of the 
same tones. He seemed quite sure of himself, surely of an aristocratic background. I guessed 
he was older, perhaps about 50, judging by his aged face. The second sat to my right. He was 
younger, about 40, but still had wise features. I guessed he was also of a very aristocratic 
upbringing; he was quite confident and dignified. 


Anakin stepped forward. The room grew eerily silent. 


“As I am sure you have been briefed, we have a very important passenger. No one but the 
personnel of this ship are to be told she is on board. It is of the greatest importance.” He 
spoke loudly, the vocoder echoing his voice throughout the room. “If I find any one has 
violated this instruction, there will be no mercy,” he snarled. A few men tried to hide their 
anxiety, growing with each word Anakin spoke. 


One officer looked at Anakin expectantly. Anakin saw him waiting and motioned to him. 


With confidence, he started to speak. “Lord Vader, may I ask who she is, and the reason for 
this security measure?” 


A few seconds passed, and I waited for his reply, anxious of how he would handle the 
situation. 


“She is Lady Amidala, former Senator and Queen of Naboo.” He paused, waiting for the 
first announcement to absorb into the group of officers. A few looked confused. I guessed that 
they heard of my death 19 years earlier. 


Anakin spoke again, more solemnly than before. “She is also my wife.” 
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7. Truth 


A/N Thank you so much for the reviews! I love them so much. Apologies for the late 
update, writer’s block is the worst. This is one part of the chapter, so it is a bit short. I will be 
posting chapter 7 as the second half! 


I hope you enjoy the new chapter... 
6 
Truth 


The room grew silent, and every pair of eyes trained on me. Some faces were filled with 
shock, others with confusion. I had no words to explain to them what was going on; I was just 
as confused. After a long while, Anakin decided to break the eerie quiet. 


“T expect you to follow protocol, as she is of the same status as I am.” I could envision his 
eyes scanning the group, focusing on the few who hadn’t regained composure. A few of the 
men nodded to acknowledge his order. In the small pause, an officer made a quiet remark. 
“Excuse me, Captain Pychor. It would seem there is something you would like to mention 
about Her Excellency?” 


The Captains eyes widened, and he began to stutter. Anakin grew irritated. “You do not 
hide your true thoughts very well, Captain.” 


“Excuse me, milord,” He managed. “I offer the sincerest of apologies.” 


Anakin did not seem the least bit soothed by his apology, and I could feel his waves of 
anger through space between us. He began to raise a clutched fist. The man’s eyes filled with 
fear as he struggled for a breath. “Karking sleemo” Anakin muttered. 


I raised a hand, trying to stop the confrontation. My stomach tensed with anxiety towards 
his outburst, and I felt nauseous watching the man struggle for a vital breath. 


He did not see my signal, and I grew further agitated. My face burned with anguish. I 
released a shrill order. “Stop at once!” 


Shocked, Anakin released the man, who fell out of his chair to the floor, sputtering with 
each breath. 


I sat heavy breaths racking my body. I couldn’t believe what he had just done. 


A man dressed in all black near the door walked to Anakin, awaiting his order. “Call two 
troopers to take him to the brig.” His fist still shook with anger, and he grabbed the back of 
the chair to hide it. I fought the urge to bury my face in my hands and break down. 


He cleared his throat, turning back to the men and began again. “On to our current 
assignment. We are to leave to rendezvous with the Death Star in 6 hours. Our estimated 
arrival is in 2 days. When we arrive, I will be boarding the station to deal with the Rebel 
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Princess, as well as meet with High Command.” Fury leaked into his smooth voice as the 
captain was lead out by two Stormtroopers. 


I tried desperately to hide my surprise at his comment about the Rebellion. I was still 
disgruntled by the choking incident, and I realized what the Rebellion really was. The 
movement Bail and Mon had started. The one I had pledged to join. His booming voice 
stopped for a moment, so he must have felt my uneasiness. After a short pause, my shock 
went down a level. He continued. 


“T will be returning nightly. When I am gone this Star Destroyer is to be on high alert. I 
need not remind you of the penalty for inadequacy.” He snarled. I nearly cringed once again; 
his words were harsh and unforgiving, and the man gasping for air returned to my mind. I 
watched as the officers nervously waited for another sentence. “Meeting adjourned.” 


They stood and filed out of the room. The two men to either side of me stood, but did not 
leave right away. I stood, and they bowed deeply. 


The older man muttered something to the younger, who left at once, and began to speak. 
He had a thick Caridian accent. “An honor to have you aboard, milady.” I bowed in return, 
not quite sure of who stood in front of me. 


Anakin signaled the man with a wave. “Thank you, Admiral.” He turned to me. ‘This is 
the Admiral of our fleet, Kendal Ozzel. He is in charge when I am gone, and I want you to let 
him know anything and everything that may bother you.’ His tone grew softer, yet not less 
intense, with each syllable. “It is very important.” 


Looking back as Ozzel, he spoke sternly once again. “I will brief you on the bridge, 
Admiral.” 


“Yes, Lord Vader.” With a quick bow, he turned quickly and left, leaving us alone. 


I looked at Anakin, and had nothing to say. The atmosphere was tense. Thoughts swarmed 
around me, each one begging to be said aloud. He took a step forward, coming within inches 
of where I was standing. I didn’t want to be near him, his words from the meeting still 
smoldered deep in my chest. His actions towards the officer created heaviness in the air. 


A gloved and near trembling hand lowered slowly onto my shoulder, and with each second 
my anxiety grew. A vicious battle of emotions stirred in my mind, and I recoiled. He tried to 
grab for my withdrawing figure, but I stepped away. I could not try to hide from the person he 
had become; the Sith Lord was standing right in front of me. Anakin was buried more deeply 
beneath the surface than I had imagined. Memories of his serene face and striking blue eyes 
sunk below the soot black mask in front of me. 


Managing to step quickly away I exited into the corridor. Still somewhat disoriented, I 
tripped. My elaborate gown rippled on the floor around me; the red fabric pooled like blood. 
A few glances from officers became directed at me, and one stopped to try and help. Shaking 
my head I pulled away from the offer. Trying to smooth my gown, I stumbled a few times as I 
hurried back to the suite. Locking the door with the touch of a button, I turned and collapsed 
onto one of the couches. 


Closing my eyes, I tried to sift through the near suffocating emotions that threatened my 
mind. Nothing was working and I could feel Anakin’s presence slowly coming closer to 
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where I was. I attempted to believe he was still the man I knew 19 years prior, but seeing him 
stand in front of those officers and speak so menacingly, to see him harm a person with such 
anger... I shuddered. I had made a promise to myself, to him, to save him from darkness. It 
had seemed so simple. Now I had seen reality. I could not bear to leave him, yet I could not 
stay. 


What would I become if I gave in to the very thing I swore to destroy? 


I rose and slowly walked towards the viewport on the far wall. A squadron of TIEs passed 
by, and I watched silently as they maneuvered around the fleet. Anakin’s presence was near 
overwhelming. I could feel his pain and remorse. My pale palm rose to the glass, and rested 
there. I made a silent wish; asking the Force to help me. Help me save the galaxy, my family. 
Please. 


A tear rolled down my cheek, and I watched my reflection in the viewport. I became lost 
in my ruminations. My brown eyes filled with sorrow and lost hope. I continued to stare deep 
into my strained face, and I saw the door slide open behind me. With a sharp twist I stared 
him down. He just stood in the entrance, making no effort to come close to me. 


I felt distant, like I was watching the scene from above. I fought away a rogue tear, 
determined not to show him how much he had devastated me with that one action. 


I could barely hear my own voice, and yet it was eerily strong. “Why? I put so much trust 
in you, and within a day you have already almost killed someone in front of me.” I heard a 
barely audible sigh from him, and he took another hesitant step. 


“That... man. His thoughts about you were, insulting, to say the least.” he growled. “I do 
not want that kind of scum on board my ship.” I felt a renewed surge of anger from him. A 
strange feeling came over me. Was it pride? Adoration? I quickly buried it beneath my 
frustration. 


The walls flashed down around me, and my memories took over. I could feel the heat upon 
my face; hear the lava bubbling around me. I closed my eyes and focused on coming back to 
reality. Standing taller I looked at him. “I love you.” I tried to iron out the emotion once again 
taking over. “I know you are not Anakin, not completely. I know there is good in you, but just 
my trust alone cannot make it show itself.” 


He looked downward, something he did when he felt overwhelmed or guilty. “I cannot 
abandon who I am now, nor can I make you love me.” He sounded dejected. “I should 
have...” 


I slowly walked forward, instantly knowing what he was going to say. “I’m not leaving.” 
The ferocity of the comment stunned even me. With a rush, every single emotion I had felt 
since the day on Mustafar took over. “You have hurt me, more than I would like to admit,’ 
The words tumbled out, and I tried to finish before tears gripped my throat. “There is pain I 
have felt that is beyond words, and it was you at the source.” I took a harsh breath. “Part of 
me says to leave you; that you are not worth anything anymore. As much as it might hurt, that 
side of me hates everything about you.” I quieted my voice. “But I cannot leave. I told you I 
would love you forever, and I have to save you.” My breathing was fast, and I could feel my 
heart skip a beat. I wanted to scream at him, to show him the pain he had caused me, but I 
also wanted to embrace him, to leave everything behind. All I could do was run. 
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I desperately ran to the bedroom, and into the fresher. Locking the door behind me, I sat on 
the cold painted steel floor and lay my head in my hands. Sobs racked my body. Everything in 
the galaxy seemed to rest on my shoulders. I was lost. I heard a door slide open distantly. His 
presence seemed to fade from around me, and I knew he was gone. Another devastating surge 
of despair took over, and I could not fight it back. Voices of the past haunted my mind, 
bringing me to the breaking point. 


The heat of the lava planet seared my face, and the distinct smell of tar overwhelmed me. I 
saw his furious face, felt the despair at his betrayal. 


Liar! You’re with him! 


No! My throat burned, as I saw his fist clutch the heavy air. No! I pressed my palms to my 
eyes. Stop! 


The vision faded abruptly. I was back in 500 Republica, and I saw Obi-Wan standing on 
the landing platform. 


I saw a holo of him... killing younglings. 


Nausea took over, and I had nothing I could do. The past hurt me in ways that I could not 
avoid, that no amount of healing could fix. 


I thought about the younglings, with innocent faces, and saw Anakin’s sickly yellow irises 
behind his hood. A blue light sliced down, and I heard cries of terror. 


I thought I was going to be sick. I could feel my face going pale, and the light sheen of 
sweat showing on my face and neck. I shuddered at my thoughts, and tried to calm myself to 
no avail. Ragged breaths interrupted my dry heaves, and I lay my face against the cold floor. I 
focused on the soothing coolness, and my quickened heartbeat. 


Eventually my breathing calmed and my tears ceased. 


I finally stood, the front of my gown damp with tears. My eyes were raw. I didn’t look at 
my reflection, trying to avoid all of the pain that had recently gripped my heart. Slowly 
getting into a nightgown I adjusted the Japor snippet. During the time I had spent in the 
refresher, I had not made any progress with the mess of emotions inside. I felt desperate, but I 
knew nothing was going to save me but myself. There was no way I could think rationally. As 
much as I hated waiting for a solution, I needed to rest before I could deal with the 
overwhelming memories and emotions. 


I crawled beneath the dull grey quilt and tried to sleep. 
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8. Shadow 


7. 


The rhythmic metal clicking of a droid interrupted my fitful sleep. With a heavy sigh, I 
opened my eyes slowly to see what it was doing. Glinting silver and onyx metal reflected 
from the foot of the bed, the protocol droid preparing a small medpac and what appeared to 
be a bacta injection. I watched closely, examining the metallic casing and watching its tedious 
movements intently, until I decided it wasn’t anything but a standard model. 


It looked up as I stirred to prop myself up against the overly plush pillows. As it spoke I 
still expected to hear a different voice than the soft yet mechanical feminine tone that floated 
in the room. “Miss Amidala, I am a medical protocol droid of the MD-27 variety. I am to treat 
you during your time on board.” 


I nodded in response. “Of course,” I replied, somewhat relieved I wouldn’t have to walk 
throughout the ship. It was already worrying that the superior officers knew of my presence. 
Those that were freshly trained and perhaps weak-willed knowing would be disastrous. If this 
was Anakin’s idea, I had to give him credit. That did nothing to lessen the frustration I felt 
towards him, however. The droid made a quick gesture of understanding and then went back 
to its preparations. After another minute, it walked to me with the syringe in hand. I looked 
towards the far end of the room. The cool metal of the droid’s hand prepared me for the 
vicious sting of the injection; I tensed in response. I took a deep breath and waited for the 
pain to subside, while the droid finished the treatment by giving me a simple tablet. 


Within a few more minutes, the droid’s mechanical creaking was slowly fading down the 
suite’s corridor and I rose from beneath the stiff grey sheets. As I stood, I brushed my curls 
away from my face and attempted to straighten my gown. 


The mirror in the room was only a few paces away and I rushed each step until I stood 
next to its pristine, glossy surface. My face was as youthful as I had remembered, my wan 
complexion only making me appear ill. I reached a single slim finger towards the calm 
reflection and traced my face. It was the same face that had fought for the Naboo; the same 
one that had put every piece of her being into saving democracy in the Senate. 


I reached for the Japor pendant again as it glistened in the dim light. The feeling of the 
wood brought me closer to that now non-existent past. Warm memories flowed freely in my 
mind; surprisingly, none of them were tarnished by my pain. I smiled slightly, reassuring 
myself, before looking up once more at my face in the mirror. I returned another stray curl 
among the other deep waves of brunette, smoothed them carefully, and turned away. 

As I spun, a flash of light caught my eye. 


I turned back to the movement and faced the viewport. Menacing, oppressive ships filled 
the space between the planet and I, nothing changed from the wars that had supposedly ended 
20 years ago. 

I saw the light again, a blaze of green from one of the massive ships. A small freighter 
attempted to escape the intense plasma beams before being obliterated in a small explosion. 
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Flames surged from under its hull before it exploded and bits of debris scattered in its former 
path before they faded away. 

I found myself clutching the Japor pendant tightly; worried about how utterly oppressed and 
impoverished the galaxy had become under Palpatine’s cruel fist. Under Anakin. 


You’re a good person, Anakin... don’t do this. 


My words echoed softly; a whisper from the past. He should have believed me. We could 
have had everything he wanted — everything I had wanted. I shook my head to chase away 
the thoughts. I hated thinking about the past and what I couldn’t change. But now it seemed to 
be like a raging fire, surrounding me, choking off my rationality... 

I lurched away from the viewport frantically trying to stop my train of thought, and was 
startled by the large, mechanical figure of Anakin’s suit. With a small jump, I stopped in my 
tracks. 


“Yes?” I asked coarsely, still shaken by his sudden appearance. I watched the glowing 
lights on his chestplate, trying to avoid his eyes behind the darkened duroplast. His presence 
was hauntingly warm, enticing, and I tried to push it away in my mind. 


“T wanted to tell you we would be leaving for our destination momentarily.” His deepened 
voice stopped abruptly and I could tell he was frustrated. I couldn’t tell if it was with himself 
or something other. 


I feigned a smile and stared blankly into the onyx mask. “Thank you.” My voice took on 
its usual even, diplomatic tone. Something he hated, but I didn’t want to give away my 
thoughts or feelings. 


He stood motionless; unsure what to respond with. I could feel the storm of his emotions. 
Each breath from his vocabulator marked their ebb and flow and it was the only break in the 
unnerving silence. 


My own voice startled me as it resonated in my mind, and I opened my mouth fighting to 
not repeat what it had said. 


The children... 


The intensity of the idea blinded me from my other thoughts. Shock continued to skitter 
down my spine, my shoulders stiffening. 


The children... 20 years old... 
Were they even alive? Could I find them? Did Palpatine know? 


I felt my face pale, and Anakin’s posture visibly tensed, unsure of what was happening. 
His protective nature caused him to reach a hand towards my arm, ready to steady me. I bit 
my lip harshly — hoping for the pain to come as a distraction from the thought. 


I barely noticed his movement at first. The words I was trying so desperately to avoid flew 
at light speed through my mind; the ideas were like the sparks of light that faded after mere 
seconds. My conscience argued angrily within itself, like acid threatening to eat through its 
boundaries. 


Their memory frightened me. I didn’t know what had happened and I couldn’t think 
rationally for that reason. I couldn’t decide what to do, how to react. 
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Should I tell him? He’ll know I lied, his anger... But if Palpatine knows, it may already be 
too late. 


My face began to flush and I sat down on the edge of the bed, trying to block away the 
urge to exclaim my thoughts. 


Anakin continued to stand awkwardly and I could feel his worry and uneasiness join with 
his waning frustration. He took a hesitant step forward. All I could do was wave him away, 
hoping he’d leave me. He did, though reluctantly, his heavy boots clicking as he turned and 
disappeared into the hallway. I sat back onto the bed. 


Guilt began to radiate through me at the thought of keeping them from him and pushing 
him away. 


But I couldn’t trust him. Not yet. 


The ship lurched slightly and the quiet hum of the engines filled the room. I breathed 
heavily, gripping the rough woven sheets in my palm, hoping that would somehow release the 
stress and fear that was laced into my every muscle. 


A fleeting hope crossed my mind, and I wished that by pulling one of those tiny little 
threads clutched beneath my fingers, that I could somehow unravel time and return to the 
past. 


“Chewie, revert us to lightspeed,” Han said as he flicked a group of switches. They were 
coming up on Coruscant and he estimated they would arrive within the next hour or two. If 
the hyperdrive didn’t fail again. Chewie grunted, and nearly in sync with his co-pilot began to 
adjust a few various levers and knobs that littered the console. 


Breha entered the cockpit as she nervously wrung her aged hands. Memories of Padmé 
crossed her mind and the fear of her friend being held by Lord Vader threatened to take over. 
Her nerves were already frayed from her daughter and husband being held captive. The thin 
veil hiding her emotions threatened to fall apart at any moment. 


“Captain Solo, when we arrive we must land at the Imperial Senate MedCenter. That is 
where we had Padmé placed in hibernation,” she said quietly. The idea seemed silly to her 
now. She had convinced herself that hiding Padmé somewhere that was in plain sight — yet 
also well-equipped — would be the best for her. She hadn’t counted on being forced to rescue 
her from Vader or Palpatine’s clutches. She should have. Once again, she had misjudged their 
intelligence and power. With a dispirited sigh she looked to Han, silently wishing she had 
followed Mon Mothma’s advice to have Padmé placed on Alderaan. 


Han nodded, and responded solemnly, something extremely rare for him, Chewie noticed. 
At least he seemed to understand the gravity of the situation. “Yes, your Highness.” 


As he looked back to Chewbacca, Breha left, still clutching her hands together. 


As she returned to the living area, a deflected energy bolt flew past her head. She jumped. 
Luke looked up from the training remote and hurried to turn off his lightsaber. Old Ben stood 
as well, his tattered robes floating to the ground. Luke felt the echoes of tormented emotions 
from Breha and knew she was fighting desperately to keep them in check. Breha feigned a 
smile. She knew it was useless in a room with Jedi, but she had never been one to show 
weakness. Luke started to speak but Ben interrupted him. 
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“Are you alright, Breha?” The question was merely showing compassion. The wizened 
Jedi already knew the answer. Looking at Ben silently before returning her gaze to Luke, she 
shook her head and walked slowly to the sleeping quarters. 


Luke looked back at the old Jedi, trying to reassure himself after feeling the strain and 
intense worry from Breha. “I know we will find the Princess and the Senator.” 


Ben’s eyes were still creased with concern as he sat into a high backed chair. “We may find 
them, but that does not mean we can rescue them. We must be extremely careful when 
dealing with the Empire. The Dark Side of the Force surrounds them and shrouds their true 
intentions.” He spoke quietly, and Luke sensed his hesitancy; there was something the old 
Jedi was hiding. 


“Ben, there is something you aren’t telling me.” Luke’s blue eyes seemed to burrow into 
his own. Much like his father, Obi-Wan reflected. They contained an intense craving for 
knowledge along with a bright spark of defiance. 


“There are things about the past that you will find out in time. I cannot tell you anything 
right now.” He was being enigmatic, as he usually was, and Luke hated that about his 
responses. Discovering something at the exact moment it was needed wasn’t Luke’s idea of 
learning; he much preferred to know everything beforehand. 


“Ben, I need to know,” he urged on, hoping that his pressing the issue would finally 
change the answer. 


“Persistency is not always the way to gain knowledge, Luke,” he began, a light echo of 
sternness crossing his voice. “Some answers you must find out yourself. Now we shall 
continue with your training.” 


“Alright,” he said. With a sigh Luke gave in, trying to hold back his frustration as Ben had 

instructed him to. He turned on the remote again and ignited the vibrant sapphire blade. His 
frustration slowly chipped away and gave way to focus. With his eyes closed, he attempted to 
create the small droid in the blackness of his eyelids. Soon he was moving the blade 
effortlessly, blocking the small energy blasts that fired upon him with almost perfect accuracy. 
He could feel every vibration in the ship beneath his feet and sense the every move the remote 
made. 
After only a few moments, the blade began to feel heavy in his grip, and his pulse began to 
throb uncomfortably, snapping him from his focus. Discouraged, he readjusted his hands and 
took a deep breath, trying to detect the droid once again. Only blackness greeted him. Giving 
up after a few long seconds, he tried to break himself completely from his focus. 


His eyes felt heavy as he tried to open them, but they finally yielded to his command. 
Instead of the close quarters of the Falcon greeting him, he was once again in the long, dark 
halls of his dream. A figure was marching forward. The same figure. Luke gasped as his blade 
slowly pulsed into view. The shadows seemed to close in on him and fear clutched at his 
throat as he blinked frantically to clear the vision. A mere second later, the entire hall had 
faded to the confined common room, and he felt the harsh sting of the remote’s small plasma 
beam upon his shoulder. 


He shouted out as his lightsaber clattered to the floor. Ben moved his eyes to meet Luke’s 
own. 
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“Sorry,” Luke mumbled, embarrassed by his lack of focus. “I just wasn’t paying attention. 
I guess I was distracted.” 


Ben eyed him cautiously, sensing his anxiety. “There is no emotion, only peace,” he 
reminded quietly, ensuring the words had been heard before continuing. “Think only of the 
threat, let the Force guide you. If you lose focus or if you allow emotions to take over in true 
danger, you won’t be escaping with such an inconsequential injury.” 


Luke took his lecture with a quick nod of his head, relieved there were no questions to go 
along with it. His blade shot to life as he bent down to retrieve it, the effervescent blue 
dusting their dismal surroundings. He put the blast shield down this time, not wanting to close 
his eyes again. 


For the next few minutes he continued to reach for the ebb and flow of the Force. Each 
subtle movement in its flow guiding him, he cleanly caught the beams of energy from the 
remote. Minute after minute disappeared to his determination and eventually he felt the 
Falcon shift under his feet as it slowed from light speed. A quick movement of his wrist 
flipped up the blast shield. The remote tried to fire a last shot, but Luke quickly deactivated it 
and his cobalt blade simultaneously. 


Ben was sitting completely still in the chair behind him, the light noise of his breath the 
only sign he was alive. Luke gently placed the helmet down onto a table before sitting as 
quietly as he could manage. A jolt of anxiety passed through him as he clipped his saber to 
his belt and remembered what lay ahead. 


The news reports and the tall tales of Biggs and his other friends formed vivid scenarios in 
his head. Stormtroopers fighting against them as he nobly protected the hostages, running 
down the steel corridors and turning to shoot waves of troopers. He smirked at the thought 
until the scene faded quickly. 


He was alone, facing the uncertain form of Darth Vader. Faceless, unpredictable, and 
impossible to defeat. Oppressive shadows like those of his vision created walls of fear and he 
fell back helplessly into them, before the mammoth figure of Vader leaned over him. 


Shaking his head quickly and trying to scatter the thought, he began to wonder how long 
exactly it would take until they reached Imperial Centre. As his mind began to wander off 
again, Han swung into the room. 


Luke started and stood, just as Ben woke from his stone like trance. 


“We're too late.” Han rushed through the words and the loud barks of Chewbacca nearly 
cut him off. “They’re here. 5 Imperial ships, Star Destroyers. Thousands of fighters. And now 
they know we’re here.” He took a breath and throwing his head toward the Wookiee’s calls, 
gave an unintelligible shout. 


He turned and rushed back to the cockpit, Luke directly behind him. 


Noticing Luke’s footsteps behind him, he decided they could use his help in what seemed 
to be an imminent confrontation. 


“Kid, we might need some help in a minute. Sit right here,” he said as he motioned to a 
small seat in the cockpit, directly behind Chewie. 
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Just as he had sat into the pilot chair, a garbled signal forced its way from the comm, and 
Han pressed the button to reply. He failed to think of an unrecognisable name for his ship 
before answering. “This is the captain of the unidentified YT-1300. We’re making a charter 
trip, no cargo, just passengers.” A hint of frustration flitted through his voice, more with his 
lack of creativity than anything. 


The signal cleared as a voice finally broke through. “Unidentified YT-1300, this is the Star 
Destroyer Devastator, you are unauthorised and within Imperial airspace. Please transmit a 
ship ID code and your authorisation, or you will be fined and detained.” 


Han reached into a small bag beside his chair, muttering under his breath. “Nice bunch of 
people, huh?” His words were bitter and laden with sarcasm. Chewbacca barked in 
agreement. Han finally found an ID that he had barely used and sent it through the ship’s 
computer. Still irritated, he clicked the comm back on, waiting for the approval. 


Within a few moments, the warped voice returned. “To which spaceport are you heading?” 


Han responded quickly, glad he still remembered something about the planet’s 
organisation and spaceports after spending most of his time in the Outer and Mid Rims. 
“Level 27 of the Imperial Centre Spaceport.” 


Another deafening silence fell upon them before the disembodied voice spoke. “We must 
divert you to another spaceport away from the central city.” The comm clicked twice. “We are 
sending you an approval code for another location. Please proceed there at once.” 


Han saved the code as it appeared on the navicomputer, now thoroughly annoyed. His 
relief at their lack of interest disappeared; he now had to worry about how they would get to 
the MedCenter. And if they would even make it out alive. It was obvious they wanted 
something on the planet; the 5 star destroyers told Han that. It was utterly foolish to try and 
convince himself it wouldn’t be this Senator they themselves were after. He motioned to the 
Wookiee with a nod of his head, his voice cautious. “Chewie, keep an eye out.” 


No bounty is worth this, he thought silently, noting that Luke had been completely quiet 
during the whole ordeal. He normally preferred it this way, but the silence had transformed 
from peaceful to eerie and unsettling. 


“Look, Luke,” he started, guiding the Falcon towards the atmosphere, “I have one of those 
bad feelings again, I’m pretty sure this is going to be a suicide mission. You sure you want to 
do this?” 


Luke snapped out of his blank state to meet Han’s. “It’s what I have to do.” His tone was 
unconvincing and hesitant and he tried to mask it in his urgency. 


Han opened his mouth with a rebuttal on the tip of his tongue, and was swiftly interrupted 
by a unsettling trill from Chewie. Three pairs of eyes trained on the Star Destroyers that had 
been hovering menacingly. There were only four. 


Before Han or Luke had time to ask what had happened, they received their answer. A 
quick blast of white hot plasma burst from the fourth Star Destroyer’s engines, before it 
stretched into a speck and disappeared. 


“They’re leaving!” Luke exclaimed, incredulosity and shock widening his eyes like the 
twin suns of Tatooine. Chewbacca began to adjust the console, nodding to Han questioningly. 
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“Tell me something I don’t know, kid,” Han shot back, before quickly manoeuvring the 
Falcon away from the atmosphere. “Turn on the cloaking now, Chewie.” A few switches 
clicked into place under his hands and the ship shuddered. He hoped his less than satisfactory 
repairs would hold. 


Luke jumped up as the pieces fell into place. “What are you doing?” The only thing in 
front of them was the menacing silhouettes of the remaining Imperial ships. They were 
heading straight towards them. 


Han only half turned to respond, growing further agitated by his constant barrage of 
questions. “Following them. And maybe hitching a ride.” He smirked ruefully before 
motioning to Chewbacca, who entered a few codes into the console. The Falcon lurched 
forward and began to cruise at a breakneck pace. 

Within moments they were behind the bridge of one of the Star Destroyers, and moments 
after that Han had set the Falcon up against it. 


“You'd better know what you’re doing, Han.” Luke half-lectured him, his usual composure 
and sense of adventure failing. Very few people he had met had guts like Han seemed to. 
None of them would get within 4 parsecs of a Star Destroyer, he knew that much. This wasn’t 
brave by any standard, this was stupid. He sat back in his chair, crossing his arms tightly. “I 
don’t like this.” 


“Don’t worry. We’|I float off as soon as they drop out of lightspeed. And they can’t see us, 
I’ve put on our cloaking,” he reassured, though his own lack of confidence betrayed his 
words. “I knew a few people who tried the same thing a few years back. They turned out 
fine...” 

Well, they would have, if they hadn’t pushed their luck. Han grimaced at the thought of the 
Falcon being shot to dust... or worse, Imperial prisons. He changed his focus to turning down 
the ship’s power and diverting it to the cloaking device, before turning back to Luke. 


“As I was saying, sit back, enjoy the ride. Wherever they’re going, we’re going too.” 

Chewie growled in response, before sitting back in his own chair. Han waved him off before 
continuing his rambling. He still hoped these two were worth it. Truthfully, he didn’t even 
know why he hadn’t turned back. He should have, he definitely would have, but the thought 
hadn’t even crossed his mind. So much for avoiding the Empire... 
“Anyway, we’ll be there before you know it,” he said half-jokingly, trying to lighten the 
room’s now oppressive atmosphere. Leaning back, he watched Imperial Centre begin to grow 
smaller. The sight turned into a nest of chromoflies in his stomach. There was no turning back 
now; they would be pulverised by the change in speed. He turned back to look at Luke. 


“All we need to do is wait.” 
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9. Trapped 


Chapters are going, but they’ll be shorter. Sorry for the loooong delays. I’ve got another 
one in the works, it’ll be here much sooner. :) 


8. 
Luke... 


A whisper in Ben’s voice cut through the silence. Luke looked up quickly, scanning the 
corridor for his figure. Finding it empty, he shook his head in disbelief and looked towards 
Han. He hadn’t so much as glanced up from the console. 


“Did you hear something?” he questioned. 
“No,” Han replied curtly, his eyes still fixed on the navicomputer. “Did you?” 


“T thought I heard a voice. I guess it wasn’t anything,” Luke said after another expectant 
glance to the vacant corridor. Not even a shadow lurked within the ordinary metallic walls. 
He mindlessly adjusted the clip on his lightsaber hilt and pushed it to the side before he 
leaned back into the small chair. 


Luke... 


The whisper came again, its gossamer touch sending a shiver down his spine. He looked 
again, still seeing nothing but the cramped hallway. He ran a hand through his hair, trying to 
decide whether to ignore what he had heard. Maybe Ben would be able to help and talking to 
him would be a good idea. He could probably at least teach Luke something new. Even some 
more basic lightsaber training could help. It definitely couldn’t do any harm, he reasoned, his 
eyes still focussed on the dimly lit passageway. 


“T’m going to go talk to Ben,” he said suddenly, looking to Han and Chewbacca. 
“Sure,” Han responded, giving him a sidelong glance. 
Luke stood and left giving a curt nod before heading back towards the common room. 


Han sat back into his chair. Though Luke’s sudden departure had distracted him, he was 
relieved by the cockpit’s emptiness. With Luke now gone the looming destination seemed to 
be somewhat avoidable. At least he could try to ignore it. 


He sighed, checking the navicomputer again. The loathing he had for his earlier decision 
was still stewing in his gut, and it created a miasmic brew paired with the irritatingly long 
wait to wherever it was they were headed. 


Settling back in, he looked up only occasionally to check the blinking console or the stars 
through the viewing panel. 


Chewbacca turned to him and growled, breaking through the hum of lightspeed travel. 
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Resisting the urge to roll his eyes at the comment, he leaned back further in his seat. “I 
know, but it’s not like we’ll have to go with them. I say we descend to the nearest planet, wait 
for ’em there.” 


Chewie growled again, this time taking a defensive tone. The Wookiee had never liked the 
Empire and it was for good reason. Han’s reassurance didn’t make him feel any better about 
the situation. 


“Listen, it’ll be fine,” he responded calmly. “You know me, we’ll work it out.” He leaned 
forward, watching the readings on the Falcon’s navicomputer. That at least was true. He had 
gotten them out of a more than a few less than stellar situations — even if he was the reason 
they’d gotten into them in the first place. 


There was always a first for things though. Unfortunately that also meant there was a last 
to go with it. Han tried to hide the disgust that reared up at the thought and turned back to 
look at the deep vacuum surrounding them. 


Chewbacca simply gave a sharp bark in response, indicating he wasn’t about to argue, and 
shook his head. 


The sound of boots against the plasteel floor gave Han a short warning before Luke re- 
entered the cockpit. 
With a mild sigh, Luke sat back into the small chair and looked straight ahead. 


Han didn’t bother to turn around before speaking. “You alright?” he asked, only a twinge 
of true sincerity in his voice. 


“Wha-?” Luke cut himself off as he understood the question, “Yeah. Fine,” he replied, 
trying to avoid discussion. Ben had called him out on the vision and had just finished 
recounting every generic detail of what could possibly lay ahead in his mission. Except what 
Luke really wanted to know. He didn’t know what exactly the topic was; but he knew Ben 
was still withholding it. Frustration creased his brow as he attempted to find hints in Ben’s 
words. 

With nothing standing out to him, he grew more irritated. The lessons ran through his mind 
and he tried to remember what Ben had taught him. 

Patience, awareness, calm. 

Words from the Jedi code joined the trio in a silent chant. He closed his eyes and tried to slow 
his racing thoughts. 


As soon as he had begun the exercise, the ship lurched under him. Han snapped his head 
up to see the stars begin to stretch into pinpoints of light. “Is the cloaking still up, Chewie?” 


He let out a low trill, nodding his head once. 


“At least that’s still hanging on,” he replied and smirked, pleased with his handiwork. 
“Turn up the thrusters, half power should do it.” 


Chewbacca turned a knob directly above him, before turning to his right and adjusting a 
few blinking lights among the thousands along the walls. The engines burst to life, almost 
deafening compared to the previous silence. 


“So far so good,” Han mumbled, hoping everything would hold up long enough to get to 
the surface of the planet... 
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“What system are we in?” Luke asked, finishing Han’s train of thought. 


As Han looked back to the dashboard of twinkling lights and panels, Luke looked towards 
the corridor instinctively. A light, warm presence had draped itself across him and it could 
only be Ben. 


Ben had walked into the room, his footsteps ghosts in the thrum of the Falcon’s thrusters. 
His eyes their soft blue melding with the black of space as he stared out the viewport. He took 
a seat slowly before acknowledging the three of them who had now turned to watch him. 


Han looked back towards the navicomputer their location finally appearing. 
“Raioballo,” he replied belatedly, “Dantooine system.” 
Luke nodded silently. 


A groan followed by a violent tremor shook the Falcon. 
“They’ve almost reverted to cruise speed,” he said, directing the comment to Chewie, “Get 
ready to pull the landing gear.” 


The Wookiee hovered his hand over a switch, waiting for the signal from Han. The stars 
finally dotted the sky in their usual shape, pinpoints of soft blues, oranges, and white. Another 
tremor shook beneath them and Han nodded to Chewbacca. 


Ben and Luke leaned forward slightly as the Falcon broke off from the Star Destroyer. The 
sky twisted as they floated aimlessly away and Han breathed a low sigh of relief. 


A sudden and deafening screech followed by a violent jolt caught his breath. Hoping it was 
merely one of the thrusters acting up, he checked the systems. 


They had stopped moving. 


The results of the scan flashed onto the dim screen. Not one, but both thrusters had failed 
along with the cloaking. Full power still flowed to both thrusters; which left only one option. 


The Imperials had noticed them and they were caught in a tractor beam. 


He was about to try to push the engines and pull an evasive manoeuvre when Luke stood 
and pointed through the viewport. 
“We're being pulled to that moon. Is that even possible?” he sounded confused and looked to 
Han. “Unless it’s got an artificial gravity well...” 


Ben’s voice cut through Luke’s sentence. “That’s no moon,” he exclaimed, “That’s a space 
station.” 


Han’s eyes grew wider as he examined it. The edges were smooth; no craters, flora, or 
imperfections dotted the surface. Its grey surface was dotted with tiny lights and perfectly 
symmetrical rectangular holes. A squad of fighters swooped around the front, like small 
mudflies in the hot sun. 


Ben was right. It was a space station, but not just any space station. 
It was Imperial, and it was pulling them in. 


Han clenched his teeth and slowly turned a knob. This wasn’t good. No. This was 
extremely bad, he corrected himself as he waited for the ship to respond. A click from the 
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control panel and the power restored. The engine hummed softly before growing into a roar. 
Chewbacca watched him, understanding instantly; then reached for the thrusters to turn them 
up to near full power. With a steady hand, Han manoeuvered the ship until it was facing the 
opposite direction and gave the last signal to Chewie. 

He turned around to see both Luke and Ben looking at him incredulously. 


“Strap in, this isn’t going to be pleasant,” he ordered, trying to keep calm. 


Luke grabbed the small belt to his left and Ben did the same, though he raised an eyebrow 
apprehensively. He had mentioned he didn’t like any sort of fancy flying in the cantina, but 
Han didn’t exactly have a choice. If this worked, the Falcon would need major repairs. The 
hyperdrive would last, but the power cells would be reduced to half capacity at best. They 
wouldn’t be getting very far. A jump across the system would be the best case. At least they’d 
be getting out of range of the Imperials. After that they could make it to Dantooine and hide 
somewhere. 


Chewbacca growled, asking if he was ready. 


He reached for the engine start and held his breath. If they failed there wasn’t much they 
could do, other than to be pulled in. He pressed the button and waited for the engines to flare. 
They burst to life in a cacophony. The force of the engines struggling against the tractor beam 
pressed the four of them against their seats. 


Luke watched the sky, waiting for the stars to move that slight bit. They remained the 
same; merely distorted by the well of energy around them. 


And then the engines began to fail, their usual noise morphing into a faltering whine. Han 
pushed them in a last bid, getting the Wookiee to do the same with the thrusters. The systems 
resorted to a brash shrieking before completely failing, the cockpit falling under an ominous 
silence. 


“Blast!” Han exclaimed, hitting his fist against the console. He had nothing left. 


He started to quickly check the power; trying to divert other functions and hoping to 
restore it enough to try again. The engines sputtered with the surge, before once again 
silencing. Chewie growled twice, first condescendingly, then with a curious appeal. Thinking 
for a moment, Han realised with a melancholy grin that the Wookiee was right. He patted him 
on the shoulder and spun in his chair. 


Luke stood as Han did, concerned with the turn of events. “What are we going to do 
now?” 


“Follow me,” he stood as he directed them towards the common room. Luke leaned a head 
to one side and Han matched his questioning gaze with an icy tone. “Get the droids and the 
Queen and bring them to the main corridor.” 


Luke nodded, though only partially understanding and nearly ran into Ben as he hurried 
out of the room. 
The old Jedi simply shook his head before falling behind Han’s quick pace. 


Chewbacca turned off the last few non-vital functions of the ship and followed Han and 
Ben. 
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He let out a reassuring snort — directed more towards himself than the group — hoping that 
his plan would work, and not daring to think of the consequences if it didn’t. 
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10. Choice 


9. 
Choice 


The low vibration of the sublight engines below me grew deeper as I walked from the 
small kitchen into to the room’s living quarters. I put down the glass of water I had just filled 
and took a cautious step to look out the viewport. 


A planet swirled with white, gold, and blue, half of it covered in shadow. There was a 
moon floating close by which seemed to be casting the darkness. I watched as space glided 
soundlessly beneath us, expecting the ship to turn at any moment towards the planet’s serene 
surface. 


Instead we continued to coast forward, the engines’ thrum growing quieter by the minute. I 
craned my neck and looked confusedly at the approaching moon. 


Before I realised it wasn’t a moon at all. 


I took a step back, finally seeing the full silhouette of the space station. A gasp broke free 
from my chest as I watched it inch closer to us. It was enormous, rivalling the size of Rori and 
Tasia. The sun dully glared on its surface, obstructing it from the planet below. Fighters 
danced across the vast grey arrow of the Star Destroyer stretching out in front of me. Two 
more ships paralleled us in perfect formation, their bows cutting through the pristine darkness 
around them. Anxiety began to once again grab hold of me. 


I had been reassured enough that being on this Star Destroyer would be safe. Anakin 
would at least be on board; though I hadn’t forgiven him, he wouldn’t lose me again. But this 
was a vast station; the size would mean that he couldn’t be in close range. I would be alone, 
surrounded by the Empire. 


I took a deep breath to soothe my nerves. It didn’t help. My pulse continued to pound in 
my ears, prickling heat creeping from my shoulders to my neck. 


What is he thinking ? 


Droplets of anger added to my flare of anxiety. He hadn’t told me anything aside from 
when we were leaving, I hadn’t seen or heard from him since I had asked him to leave earlier. 
I didn’t truthfully want to see him. I still hadn’t even thought of forgiving him. 


If I was ever going to. 


I bit my lip as I glanced towards the viewport again. We were even closer, the space station 
obscuring half of the limpid pane. I took a step back; it almost made the choices that I needed 
to make seem less important, trivial. Though I never had wanted to escape from adversity 
before, I felt truly overwhelmed. My mind wandered back to the most recent talk with Anakin 
and the tingling of nervousness returned with it. 


If he had wanted to tell me something earlier... If he knew anything... 
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My conscience screamed at me. 
You shouldn't have pushed him away, you should’ve told him. 


The two choices played over and over in my mind, shrill and demanding. To tell him or 
continue to hide the truth. Neither was any more appealing. The ghosts of the past joined 
them, whizzing about and weaving a seemingly impenetrable wall of emotions. I pressed my 
palms to my eyes, trying to stop my churning thoughts and fall away from the present. Just 
seconds would be enough. 


I stood motionless in the centre of the room for what felt like hours, letting my mind push 
against the boundaries. My surroundings became ethereal and the incessant voice finally 
dulled to a drone. I slowly pulled my hands away; bursts of vibrant blue and black floated in 
front of them. Stars dying out moments after their birth, lost to history. It was then I realised 
that I was insignificant and truly lost. I knew nothing. It was as if I had been pulled from the 
past and placed in some grotesquely shaped future that I could never begin to understand. 
Even the one person I had sworn to love eternally had been moulded to the same twisted fate. 
I no longer knew the only one I had left. 


I waited for my eyes to readjust to the dimly lit room before looking back to the viewport, 
once again feeling anxiety begin to slowly break free from underneath the calm. The station 
was now unavoidable. Only thin slivers of space separated the ship from the cold, dystopian 
surface. Lights glared out from behind the jagged edges and spires of metal jutted from the 
crevices. Fighters swooped in front of the bridge, criss-crossing as they circled the ship 
dizzyingly. Directly in front of us a hangar, an open maw waiting to swallow the ship; to take 
me from whatever past I once had and trap me. Red lights glistened on either end like 
threatening fangs, warning me against any attempt to escape. 


I instinctively stepped back. My heart was pounding. My blood coursed through my veins, 
whispering doubt filled questions with each throb. I couldn’t hold them back any longer. 


Where was he? Was he hiding something? Was Palpatine here? 
But the questions stopped abruptly and a single word took over. 
Trust. 


The whoosh of blood repeated it like a broken holo recorder. Over and over again, 
mocking me. Trust was something I had already given, only to have it used against me in the 
end. I didn’t know what trust truly was to Anakin, I certainly didn’t want to give it again. Not 
now, perhaps not ever. Though somewhere deep in my heart there was that belief that he was 
still good. That we could redeem him. There was the part of me that just wanted us to be back 
on Coruscant, wrapped in his embrace as the sun rose, the golden light dusting his hair and 
warming the world around us. For it to simply being us, together, nothing more to worry 
about. I wanted more than anything for this all to be some twisted dream that would fade 
away into oblivion. 


I realised I did trust him; though it was only a sliver hidden deep within. 
But how could I? 


I clenched a fist, feeling my nails dig deep into the skin. I vaguely realised that my 
thoughts were going in circles. I let a long sigh out, watching the last view of space slip 
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behind the enormous orb. Giving up had never seemed an option until now. Now I felt 
trapped, anxious to find the truth but surrounded by shadows and lies. I felt as if I wasn’t 
grounded, that I was simply floating between two realities. 


I turned away from the panel of transparisteel and walked slowly back to the kitchenette, 
picking up the glass of water. I hoped something to drink would help calm me. The warm 
water at least felt soothing as I held the glass. My hand shook slightly as I took a cautious sip. 
It wasn’t much; I hadn’t eaten in two days. Instantly I had to brace myself against the wave of 
nausea that followed. I leaned back against the durasteel wall, closing my eyes to stop the 
heaves that burned in my abdomen. It passed soon after and I made my way back to the 
couch, leaving the glass behind. 


I simply closed my eyes, pushing everything else away. 


As I focussed on the ships quieting whine beneath my feet and then my breaths, I heard the 
door click against the lock. I snapped my eyes open and stared straight towards it, frozen, 
waiting for it to slide open. Part of my mind knew it was Anakin, but there was still the 
creeping doubt it would be someone else. 


I looked away right as the door opened; trying to hide the fact I had even cared to glance 

over. The click of his armoured boots ended abruptly and I moved my eyes slightly to the side 
to see he had merely stopped. I ignored him and as discreetly as possible directed my eyes 
away again. He still stood; his alien breathing causing the hairs on my neck to stand on end. I 
refused to move until he did. The noise of his respirator encroached into my mind and made it 
more than impossible to ignore him. 
The harsh breathing turned to knives against my eardrums. The sickening worry and fury like 
white hot metal in my chest, I tried to keep my eyes averted. A few more moments passed, 
and I felt I could almost touch the frustration between us. I couldn’t hold out anymore. I felt 
like my anger was charring my heart as it smouldered deep in my gut. His mechanical breaths 
continued to grate against my nerves. 


I stood up in a rush, taking two steps forward before either of us registered it. Another 
violent wave of nausea caused my stomach to lurch and I staggered before getting my 
bearings. I stood only a few feet away from him. 


My eyes narrowed, glinting with frustration. I wanted to scream. 
“T did not agree to this,” I growled, my boldness surprising me and sending jolts up my spine. 
I didn’t give him time to respond. My voice became frigid. 


“After everything,” I paused, the words shrill. “I do not condone being put on a space 
station surrounded by them.” 


I didn’t care the consequence. If he truly loved me like he had said, he would listen. If he 
didn’t... I wouldn’t stay. I knew I couldn’t love him the same I had 20 years ago either way. 
As much as I wanted to rewrite the past, I couldn’t just ignore it. 


“Padmé?” 


His voice shattered my thoughts and brought me back to the living room. 
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“Yes?” I asked. 


“T’ve arranged for you to be in a suite near the meeting rooms. I’ll be on that level the 
entire visit. My best men will be patrolling as well.” he said, his voice now bizarrely quiet. 


Though his words should have been soothing, I was now concerned about the attention it 
would gain from others, as if the idea of simply being on the station wasn’t enough. My back 
stiffened instinctively and I shook my head. “Who’s in control?” 


His head leaned back with what I assumed was shock. 
I repeated myself after a second. “Who’s in control of it?” 


He cleared his throat, briefly interrupting the rhythmic breaths. “Wilhuff Tarkin.” He was 
almost sheepish, reluctant to tell me the truth. 


My eyes narrowed. “Him?” 

I had never liked Tarkin. Self-centred and arrogant, his only loyalty lay with power in his 
hands and credits in his account. He was quick to judge and quick to use whatever authority 
he was given. The times I had met him, once in particular on Coruscant, he had pushed my 
diplomacy to its limits. He spoke as though he was above others and had addressed them with 
obviously facetious respect. Anakin hadn’t disliked him as much as I did; but then again he 
hadn’t spent his life dealing with the unsavoury types, picking apart their every movement 
and word. Whatever intelligence and potential Anakin had seen in him was, in my mind, 
buried beneath his immoral causes. 

I placed my hands on my hips. “You trust him?” I asked incredulously. 


The void mask betrayed no emotion, not even in the deep recesses of the lenses. I hoped 
his temper was under control. I couldn’t believe he wanted me to let Tarkin take control of my 
fate. Or that Anakin thought he could trust him with my life. I bit my lip to stop the venomous 
remarks that stung the tip of my tongue. If this was twenty years ago — during the Clone 
Wars — I would’ve more than likely disagreed with his judgment. Now the man had a space 
station under his command, not just lackeys. I spoke again when he didn’t respond. “I can’t 
believe you trust him, Anakin. You know how I felt— how I feel about him.” 


He nodded once, slowly. I strained to tell if he was truly acknowledging my feelings or 
simply dismissing them. Regret gnawed at my stomach. I chided myself for the outburst — 
for speaking against him — reminding myself how volatile his mood was. The warm energy 
of his that usually surrounded me had turned to a cold, parasitic void. My back tensed and my 
hair stood on end as the darkness settled into every corner of the room, dense and foreboding. 
I retreated two steps in an attempt to escape the atmosphere. 


His anger was something I didn’t understand, one of the only fears I truly had. I didn’t 
know what exactly I had done to set it off and I had no idea how close he was to lashing out. 
The suit revealed nothing of his emotions. His deep black cloak had shifted, now it draped 
around his shoulders and shrouded him in mystery. A small glint of silver from his lightsaber 
hilt sent another shudder through me. I froze my eyes on the chrome handle, expecting him to 
ignite it at any moment. 


But he didn’t. 


He took a long stride backward as well, distancing himself from me. I felt my eyes widen 
in shock, the fear that snaked up my spine waning slightly. His helmet tilted toward the 
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ground as he averted his gaze. The mechanical breaths became staggered; I knew he was 
fighting with his emotions. 


The glow of compassion sparked deep inside me. It was dull, but palpable. His mood 
hadn’t settled, he was far from it, but the fact that he was fighting the darkness to spare me 
was oddly comforting. Proof that a small piece of my Anakin still lay beneath the monstrosity 
of a suit. 


I shook my head, looking back to the room around me. I watched him in silence for a few 
moments. He still took harsh breaths, but his posture seemed to have relaxed. The oppressive 
aura of the room had receded. He snapped his head up, the soulless eyes meeting mine. 


“A escort group awaits you. My personal best to guard you at all times. You will be safe,” 
he stated, “I promise you.” 
He ended the sentence abruptly, awkwardly hanging on the last syllable. 


I could almost read his thoughts; he had said the sentence so many times before. 


I found my mind rushing back to the night he had the first dream; how troubled and 
devastated he had been. As the sun rose we sat in silence, its rays shimmered across his tear- 
streaked cheeks, scattering the night’s dark fears into glittering jewels upon his face. 


I promise you. 


I shook my head absently in response. The words changed nothing; in fact, they just 
brought me more pain. The memory splintered into painful shards, cutting easily through the 
wall I had built between us. He should have been able to feel he fear that still bled from my 
aura, the only words he had offered as comfort did nothing to stop it. He still stood back from 
me with his head turned away. I knew he was still fighting to gain control, to push away the 
temptation of the darkness, but I wished he would listen to me. The empty feeling of worry 
returned as I watched him. He turned abruptly, his tall figure hovering over me. 


His breath hitched again and he cleared his throat. An indiscernible whisper slipped from 
the vocabulator. 
Somehow I knew it was meant to be an apology. As much as he struggled with it I pulled it 
in, letting myself tuck it close to my heart reigniting the compassion that had lay there 
minutes earlier. I started to doubt my earlier hatred and stubbornness, thinking my reaction 
too severe. I shifted on my feet and waited for him to speak again. 


Instead, he spun and left abruptly. 


My heart dropped. I had wanted him to change his mind, to have listened to me for even 
one moment. I fell back into the couch; the cushions were cold and uninviting. My eyes 
darted around the entire room, the once familiar Naboo art pieces now foreign. There was no 
comfort in any of the décor. The kind sun of Varykino was long gone from the trinkets around 
me, leaving desolation in its place. 


Just leave. 


The words came suddenly as I saw the empty path to the doorway. If I did, the past could 
fall away. I could change my future and find a new life alone. Nothing would have to matter 
anymore. I could find the children on my own; have the life I had always wanted. 

But I did the opposite, taking another step backwards. 
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I knew that I couldn’t do it, no matter how I afraid I was of him. I couldn’t give up. Not 
then, not when I could see how weak he was now. I couldn’t hurt him when I could still see 
that glimmer of hope in the vacant mask, that small spark of light that reminded me of our 
past. I realised he could hurt me again at any moment, that I would have to cope with the 
constant reminders of my past. But that was trivial. I was safer here than I would be at any far 
comer of the galaxy. 


I turned my back to the door and let my eyes wander back to the viewport. The enormous 
hangar had closed around us; I had barely noticed that the ship had glided to a halt within its 
seemingly infinite walls. The air around the ship was filled with whorls of steam, creating a 
ghostly fog as it scattered the bright lights that lined the walls. A distant beam of crimson 
light wavered in the mist. I marvelled at the size of the room. Level after level of scaffolding 
lined the duracrete walls and I could barely make out figures upon them, ant-like people clad 
in white passed in and out of the fog seamlessly. 


I took another breath and continued to watch, knowing that Anakin would return soon. 
Another jolt of anxiety came with the thought, the unknown encroaching into my already frail 
confidence. The battle between my conscience continued on; the anger that was still so 
unfamiliar to me beginning to form as I replayed his words. I had to trust him. 


I didn’t want to go without a fight, especially not to what might be a death sentence. There 
was no way I was in a position to attack his decision. Everything was different. I was as 
vulnerable as I felt, and though I hated him for cornering me... I knew beneath the layers of 
scarred memories and fear that I had to relinquish some of my control. I had to allow him to 
help me. I told myself it was only for my safety and nothing more. In the tangled mess of 
thought and emotion, I wasn’t sure that was the truth, or why I even gave in. Whether it was 
the past, my own weakness, or the future was a mystery. 


Anakin returned minutes later, standing at the doorway and waiting for me to follow him. 
He didn’t bother to ask my decision, but I stood and followed behind him without a sound. I 
made sure I took my time, trying to show the slightest annoyance in my gait. I didn’t know if 
he noticed my reluctance or if he even cared. I felt like a prisoner being lead down the 
winding path to an insufferable fate. Fear still clawed at me with every step, but I couldn’t 
change anything. Even if I could, I didn’t know what was right and I still couldn’t see past the 
uncertainty of the future. 


We made a sharp turn into another corridor and I turned away from everything around me; 
ignoring the commotion, the officers and droids flooding the halls. I resigned myself to 
simply taking each new step. I knew there was nothing more I could do. 


I only hoped I wasn’t making another mistake. 
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11. Infiltration 


10 
Infiltration 


A cacophony of footsteps shook the floor above the group. Han shook his head and looked 
up instinctively. Not only was the storage locker cramped, it smelled like poodoo. He choked 
on a stale breath and tried to keep silent. It had been at least a standard hour now. The 
Imperials had ordered a scan of the ship; the group was just waiting for their chance to 
escape. 


Ben and Luke sat opposite him. They had taken to some sort of meditation and had been so 
quiet he had been tempted to check their pulses. Breha sat beside him, and while also quiet; 
her eyes were tense with fear and anger. 


Han sighed for what had to be the hundredth time. This definitely wasn’t what he had 
signed up for. 


The footsteps started again and he leaned forward carefully towards Luke, outstretching a 
hand. The boy’s eyes snapped open when he had gotten a half metre away. Han reeled back at 
the sudden movement, startled. In the past day he had seen how different Luke really was, but 
he still was reluctant to credit it to the Force. 


The footfalls stopped for a moment and Han watched the ceiling. Luke did the same, his 
eyes peering through a narrow sliver of light behind the smuggler’s head. Han smirked as the 
muffled voices of Stormtroopers sunk into the compartment. He could only make out a few 
words, mostly sharp replies of ‘sir’. 


Their voices slowly faded and a thud shook the small room. 


“Are they gone?” Luke whispered. Han shot a glare at him, putting a finger to his lips. He 
hadn’t heard any footsteps; for all he knew they were waiting to see if any passengers moved 
from their hiding spots. It wasn’t likely, but he wasn’t about to play a game of chance. Luke’s 
expression turned sheepish and he became suddenly entranced in his borrowed smuggler’s 
boots. Han leaned his head against the durasteel wall. 


Only a faint vibration met his ears. He kept listening for a few moments, waiting for the 
voices or steps to waft back into the compartment. Minutes passed and he still heard no 
sound. Placated, but still wary, he kneeled and placed his palms on the compartment’s lid. 


“Help me with this, kid,” he whispered to Luke. 
Skywalker assumed the same kneeled position and they cautiously lifted the steel ceiling. 


Luke nodded and inched his head up until his eyes were above the floor’s level. The 
change in lighting burned his eyes for a moment and he blinked hard, waiting for his vision to 
adjust. The corridor was clear excepting a few tools that had been strewn about the hallway, 
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most likely the result of the Stormtroopers’ inspection. He turned to Han, who was also 
scoping the room around them. 


“Nobody there,” he reported in a whisper. 
Han leaned back onto his heels and shook his head. “I don’t see ’em either.” 


The Corellian brushed off his hands and rested an elbow on the floor. The ship’s stale air 
wasn’t much better than the compartment’s, but at least it didn’t smell — nor was it 
suffocatingly hot. “Never did I think I’d be smuggling myself in there.” 


Luke still whispered. “How are we going to get out of here?” 


Han boosted himself out of the dank room, pulling the metal lid backwards to fully open 
the compartment. 


“They aren’t going to just let us fly out of here if that’s what you’re asking.” He then 
strode over to the other compartment and knocked on the durasteel roof. Chewbacca’s paws 
appeared from beneath the floor and pushed the lid off. He let out a short trill and Han nodded 
in response, mouthing something to him. The wookiee nodded and stood up. 


“There’s got to be something we can do,” Luke said, hope in his piercing blue eyes. 


Han rubbed his brow. At this point he would have rather been back on Tatooine. Trying to 
escape from the Imperials was hard enough in the wide expanse of space. Here they were in 
the belly of the proverbial Rancor. “They’ve got shields up to stop us from leaving. Standard 
protocol. We aren’t getting past the tractor beam” His hand fell to his side and he stood arms 
akimbo. “Not to mention the hangar’s probably crawling with Imperials.” 


Skywalker scuffed the floor with his boot, his expression temporarily lost in thought. Han 
tried to form a plan. The shields were impossible to get through, they would have to somehow 
turn them off. Not an easy feat by any means. None of them were experts on Imperial 
technology. Chewbacca growled quietly. The ideas in his head dissipated. “That’s what I was 
thinking, Chewie.” 


Luke snapped his head up. “What?” 


Chewie barked twice. “Chewbacca thinks they’ve got a scanner team coming up. The 
Empire’s not going to leave an unidentified ship without a search.” 


Ben’s voice spoke from below them. “That is likely.” He paused, the whirr of the hangar 
outside permeating the room. After a moment he continued. “It may also be our opportunity 
to escape.” 


The Wookiee trilled at Han, who turned towards Ben. “You don’t mean we go in there and 
turn the shields off?” 


The old Jedi nodded. “The shields will be easily dealt with. I will take care of the tractor 
beam.” 


“This is nowhere near my idea of easy,” Han replied, shaking his head. 


Luke frowned at the proposal. “Won’t they realize?” 
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Breha stood, her voice breaking through behind them. The trio looked at her, surprised she 
was speaking. Her brown irises were flecked with determination. “They will find out 
eventually, but we cannot stay here forever. They will find us if we do nothing.” 


They exchanged glances for a minute. 


“T hate to say it but they’re right,” Han grimaced, putting his palms up in defeat. They 
really didn’t have a choice. Either way they were essentially Bantha fodder, but at least with 
the latter they would have the remote chance of escape. “They’ll find us out either way. If we 
get to the tractor beam controls we might have a chance.” 


“T guess,” Luke said, looking back at his feet. He felt anxious. Something wasn’t right. He 
didn’t know what, but something was definitely not right. The second-hand shirt he wore 
suddenly felt tight around the collar. Reaching a hand up to adjust it, his gaze went to Ben. 
The old Jedi sat quietly with his expression blank. 


Luke sighed. If Ben wasn’t worried it must just be nerves. He took a deep breath, hoping 
he could exhale some of the pent up energy. 


“You alright?” Han asked. 


Luke nodded and avoided the gazes of the others, which were now directed at him. “Yeah, 
I’m fine.” 


“Tf you say so.” Han didn’t look convinced. His reply was peppered with apprehension. He 
spun around and went up to Chewbacca, giving him a quick set of instructions. 


The faint swish of Old Ben’s robes came from behind him as he stood. His hand rose to his 
brow, concentration etched across his features. The two had been so focussed on each other 
they had failed to pay attention to their surroundings. There was a group just outside the ship. 
Their energy pulsed on the fringes of his mind. He did not expect either of them to have 
noticed the ripples of life in the Force, but their footfalls and the echo of their voices were 
both quite loud — even to his aged ears. He raised his hand up to draw the others’ attention. 
In the moment he did, a chill passed through him. The bright spots of life vanished into 
darkness. He attempted to seek them out again, but they were obscured by the new energy — 
a swirling void that seemed to swallow all life around it. The old Jedi froze as the dark waves 
lapped against his psyche. Something about them was familiar, something he couldn’t quite 
place. His breath hitched in his chest. 


The feeling was fleeting. As quickly as it had come over him, it vanished. With each 
further second it faded into the background and then finally vanished completely. The others 
were still facing him, waiting for him to speak. He slowly placed his palm against the floor. 


“Our opportunity is now.” he advised, “Listen.” 


Han’s hand instantly grasped his sidearm. Luke followed suit, holding his ’saber and tilting 
his head inquisitively before taking a hesitant step towards the boarding ramp’s entrance. As 
he went to move forward again, Chewbacca let out a purr. Luke stopped and cast a sideways 
glance towards them. In the absence of his soft steps came the clanging of metal outside. 


“Luke,” Han whispered, waving him back towards them. Luke backpedalled and stopped 
alongside Han. The Corellian leaned close and lowered his voice further. 
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“Alright,” he started, “we need to get the Stormtroopers’ armour. We’ll each take one of 
the scanners, then call the Stormtroopers aboard. Chewie’ll help us out.” He motioned to the 
Wookiee who was now hidden behind a small alcove just inside the doorway. 


“And don’t use that,” he pointed to Luke’s lightsaber, “We need them in one piece.” 


Luke nodded, dropping his hand to his side. He pondered Han’s words for a moment, 
forming an argument. Han motioned to Breha and Ben to move out of the line of sight. Ben 
climbed out of the shallow compartment, moving to a corner with a view of the corridors. 
Breha remained inside, shifting to the opposite side where she was invisible to anyone 
entering. 


The footsteps grew in intensity and the faint clacking of Stormtrooper armour came with 
them. Han signalled to Luke, then Chewbacca, once the sounds of movement drew closer. 
The armour stopped, but the sound of Imperial issue boots continued to come closer. 


Two crewmen rounded the corner, setting what appeared to be scanner equipment down 
near the end of the hall. They stood for a moment before beginning to unpack. Their rank bars 
glinted in the dim light, allowing Han to keep his focus on them. They opened the box 
quietly; and pinpricks of red light flooded from its mouth. One of the men, average height and 
build with brown hair, reached in and grasped a datapad. The other squatted down and flicked 
a few switches. A hum emanated from the container, faintly vibrating the floor beneath them. 
The crewman near the ground handed the other one what appeared to be a wand. With a quick 
motion the man flicked the wand on. Light radiated outwards, a delicate icy blue that dusted 
their surroundings. 


Chewbacca growled softly and tapped Han on the shoulder. They were getting close 
enough to find them now, the glacial light creeping into the small room where they hid. Han 
hesitated. If they charged him, the man’s teammate could escape to the boarding ramp, 
alerting the entire hangar to their presence. An idea crossed his mind, bringing a smirk with it. 
Han turned, motioning for Luke and Chewbacca to back up. 


He looked towards the room. There was nothing capable of making the type of noise he 
needed. Except the compartment lid. He waved to Breha, her head bobbing just above the 
floor. She nodded in acknowledgment. With only the rustling of his clothing sounding above 
the scanner team’s ambient noise, he conveyed his instructions to her. He motioned to the lid 
and made a pulling motion. Breha nodded once more, her face serene yet understanding. She 
grasped the container lid, using small notches as handles to assist her in pulling the heavy 
metal across the floor. They all held their breath as it began to scrape lightly against the 
durasteel. She tugged it once again, and it grated against the floor more loudly than before. 


The susurrations of the scanners ceased. In their place came whispers, then footsteps. 
The trio waited in the alcove until the two men entered. 


Not the smartest move, Han noted. The two of them leaving their post to inspect a noise. 
Of course, he wasn’t complaining. 


As soon as they reached the middle of the room, Han and Chewbacca charged. Han 
covered the brown-haired crewman’s mouth, anticipating him to yell for help. Chewbacca 
quickly subdued the second Imperial, moving him to the far edge of the room. The other 
crewman wrestled himself free of Han’s grasp; his hands instantly began to strike at the 
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Corellian. Han anticipated most of the punches, blocking them, but a swiping kick knocked 
his feet from under him. He reached out and grabbed for the man’s ankles, bringing him down 
as well. Han’s head spun for a moment. Blood rushed to his eyes, the imaginary stars dazzling 
him. They both scrambled to their feet again, ready to face each other. Luke and Chewbacca 
were already prepared for the man to rise. Luke grabbed him from behind, and Chewbacca 
quickly took him out. 


Han wiped a slight sheen of sweat from his forehead. His head pounded, him having taken 
much of the impact of the fall to his chin. Slowly he could feel the daze lifting from his 
vision. Ghosts of light dotted his view, and he paused a moment before deciding he could 
make his way down the corridor. He took another moment to catch his breath, then turned 
back to Luke. 


“T’m going to call ’em up. Move the equipment out of there.” He pointed to the box that 
still remained in the middle of the hall. Luke stepped forward cautiously. There was still noise 
nearby, but he could not pinpoint the exact source. It bothered him. He shook his head and 
looked to the left of the corridor, where some of their equipment had been left lying on the 
floor. To his surprise, Ben was already making his way to the pile of technology. The Old Jedi 
scooped it into his arms and took a few steps back towards the scanner box, swiftly yet 
carefully placing it within. He latched the box shut and waved to Luke. 


Luke shook his head again and made his way to where Ben stood. His wizened face gave 
him an encouraging smile, one that reminded him of the lessons that he had given. The Jedi 
Code swirled in Luke’s mind once again, and the nerves he had felt seconds ago evaporated 
into the quiet room. He lifted the box, feeling his strength slightly amplified by the Force. He 
had anticipated it to be quite heavy; it surprised him when it felt no heavier than the casing of 
a moisture evaporator. His pace was smooth as he located a new alcove in the corridor, 
shrouded by the ship’s darkness. The box made little noise when he set it down and slid it into 
the shadows. 


He turned back toward the hall. Han stood waiting. Luke nodded, backing towards the 
small room with the smuggling compartments. He watched as Han took a hesitant two steps 
towards the boarding ramp and called out. 


“Hey down there, could you give us a hand with this?” 
Han backpedalled, ducking into the small room as footsteps pounded up the metal ramp. 


Within a few short moments, one of the two Stormtroopers had entered the corridor. Both 
Han and Luke could see him from their vantage point, the metal wall just barely obscuring 
their faces. The soldier paused, scoping the area before turning and calling to what seemed to 
be his partner. Out of the corner of his eye, Luke noticed Han’s arm stiffen. His finger rested 
against the trigger; his focus on the Stormtrooper only a few metres away. Taking it as an 
unspoken signal to prepare himself, he stepped back slightly into the alcove and took a breath. 
He felt the Force hum at his fingertips — but it was of little use to him at the moment. 


He peered back towards the dimly lit hallway, craning his neck to see the Trooper. A 
shadow stretched across the wall behind the white-plastic-clad soldier. It inched closer and 
took on a humanoid shape, before growing another head and splitting into two separate forms. 
One stretched down the hall, barely noticeable on the grey flooring. The other arched across 
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the bulkhead, a stark contrast with the chromatic walls. The shadows began to shorten as their 
owners marched forward. The disembodied footsteps echoed, tinny in the metal corridor. 


Three of them were approaching, not the two he was expecting. He clenched his jaw in 
nervousness; once more trying to repeat his teachings internally. There is no emotion, there is 
peace..... 


Luke blinked, anticipating them to appear at any moment. Before his eyes opened again, a 
blaster shot rang out. His heart leaped. Adrenaline began to course through his veins; the 
Force tingled around his fingertips like electricity. It took him a split second to adjust, his 
eyes instantly searching for the source of the shot. 


Han sent a glance towards him. His blaster was still raised, a thin wisp of smoke rising 
from the end and dissipating into the air. The Stormtroopers were rushing down the corridor 
towards them, the clicking of their plasteel boots sharp in the air. Luke took another deep 
breath, allowing his eyes to search the room. The others still remained in their places. Breha’s 
caf-coloured eyes met his, a swirl of anxiety and bravery pouring from them. Ben’s stood 
motionless. His breathing was calm, his attention seemingly on nothing at all. Luke knew 
better; the old Jedi Master was aware of everything in the room. 


The clacking of boots interrupted him. Luke cut his awareness activity short, watching as 
the Troopers began to flood into the room. For a moment, his mind lingered on the others. 
The same anxiety he could see in Breha’s eyes clutched at his throat, as if it had seen him as a 
better host. He swallowed and clenched his hand. The Force was still there, although lesser 
than before. It tingled slightly, dancing through his body. He blinked twice and tried to 
sharpen his focus. It worked, enough for the rest of the room to begin to fade away and the 
soldiers to take his attention. He paused. It had only been a few heartbeats, the Troopers 
barely into the room. Suddenly, Han darted forward. 


The slow motion effect ceased, the speed of the action now dizzying. Luke rushed towards 
the Troopers behind Han. They raised their blaster rifles almost simultaneously, a barrage of 
red laser fire racing from the barrels. Luke dodged to the side; Han was already out of their 
range. The Corellian lurched forward again, ducking down and wrapping his arms around one 
of the Stormtroopers. Surprised, the Trooper tried to aim his blaster downwards. Han 
anticipated the move and grabbed the end of the blaster rifle, shoving it upwards and jerking 
it from the Stormtrooper’s gloved hands. 


Han swung the blaster up, aiming for the Trooper’s helmet. 


The Stormtrooper tried to dodge the rifle but only succeeded in stumbling backwards. A 
brief wave of fear caught him. In an instant, the E-11 clipped his chestplate. The force of the 
hit startled him further. It stung for a brief moment, burning in his throat before fading away. 
He reached for his comm instinctively. If he couldn’t avoid the assault, he could at least call 
for back-up and alert the others stationed outside. His focus went to the small bar and he 
opened his mouth to speak. 


He looked up again, the message on the tip of his tongue. Becoming distracted by his 
comm was a grave mistake. Han had closed the narrow gap, the rifle clutched in his hands. 
He swung it, and the Trooper barely had enough time to raise his hands. It made contact with 
his chin, dazing him and stopping him from avoiding the next blow. The last thing he saw was 
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the Corellian swing the rifle once more, the last thing he heard the crack as it hit his helmet 
forcefully. He collapsed to the ground, unconscious. 


Han pulled his helmet off almost as soon as he had hit the ground and tossed it to the side. 
He surveyed the room. Chewbacca had already dispatched his Stormtrooper, and held the 
plastoid helmet beneath one furry arm. With a trill, he tossed it to Han. The Wookiee then 
turned and lumbered towards a far corner of the room. Luke had comered the final Trooper, 
his rifle lying in the middle of the room. 


Han yelled out, hoping to draw the soldier’s attention away from Luke. Chewie had 
already made it to where they stood, Luke dodging the Trooper’s blows but not succeeding in 
landing any of his own. His blue eyes glanced up. Acrid smoke from the blaster fire still hung 
in the air, dulling his senses. Han waved to him, pointing to where the Wookiee stood. Luke 
took a step back. He wanted to let the Stormtrooper corner him, to let Chewbacca grab him 
from behind. With agile footwork, he made it to the corner. The Trooper followed him; his 
attention not once leaving Luke’s movements. Luke ducked. The Stormtrooper saw it as his 
opportunity, and jabbed his armoured fist toward Luke’s head. 


Before his hand had even made it halfway, Chewbacca’s arm swung downwards onto his 
helmet. The armour clacked together and the Stormtrooper staggered. In a blink of the eye, he 
was down on the ground. Luke rose from his crouched position and stepped forward, closer to 
where the Trooper lay. He let his eyes wander, wondering whether Han still needed help. 


Han was kneeled across the room. Next to him lay various pieces of armour, stripped from 
the second Trooper. Luke followed suit, slowly disassembling the armour of the Trooper. 
Chewbacca helped him, and as he glanced about the room he noticed Breha and Ben doing 
the same. Despite the sound of movement and the plastic armour clicking as it was 
disassembled, voices from the hangar still permeated the air. 


He worked as quickly as possible, hoping that the other Imperials would not discover their 
plan. 


—x Xx— 


Luke readjusted the helmet and tried futilely to wipe sweat from his chin. The armour was 
far more uncomfortable than the smuggling locker. The helmet was too large, and rolled from 
side to side with every step he took. Climate control was not an option, neither him nor Han 
knew how to work the suit. With the chance they could alert the other Stormtroopers to their 
presence, neither wanted to try and figure it out. One thing was for certain; the armour was a 
lot less glamorous than he had imagined. 


Han was still putting the armour together. His arms were bare and the helmet still lay 
askew on the ground. Luke tapped his foot anxiously. Despite the suit being stifling, he could 
still hear the activity beyond the ship walls. 


Breha and Ben spoke in the small niche, their voices so soft he had to focus intently to 
catch even the occasional word. They spoke of a woman, no doubt of the Senator they had 
come to rescue. Breha also mentioned something of her daughter, then Bail, her speech 
becoming strained as she said their names. 


He could not discern any more of what they said. His attention floated to the corridor. Han 
was standing now, but the suit was still not completely assembled. 
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Static filled his helmet suddenly, startling him. 
A voice broke through. “TX-421.” 


Luke’s head jerked up, looking at Han and Chewbacca. They had both heard the message, 
from the looks on their faces. Breha stood and motioned to the corridor. 


“Go,” she whispered, “distract the officer momentarily.” 
She turned Artoo on quickly, looking to Ben. 


Ben looked to Chewbacca and Han, catching on to Breha’s plan. “Proceed to the command 
office, wait behind the doors. We will follow behind.” With a quick and cautious step, the Jedi 
turned Threepio on. His eyes glowed to life and Ben quickly cut off his vocoder, anticipating 
the inevitable spew of conversation. 


Luke clambered for the boarding ramp, noticing that Han followed close behind, his 
armour now completely assembled. 


“TK-421,” the voice called again, more insistently. The static buzzed in his ears, making it 
difficult for him to hear the activity of the hangar. A bout of anxiety flared in his chest as he 
reached the turn in the corridor. Their plan would be foolish if the hangar was filled with 
Imperials. 


The disembodied voice continued, annoyed at this point. 
“Why aren’t you at your post? TK-421, do you copy?” 


Luke stepped down the ramp and searched the wall in front of him. He waved to a window 
halfway up. Giving a short nod, he continued walking until he reached the ground. A man, 
evidently the source of the voice, watched as he proceeded down the ramp. Finishing his 
charade, Luke pointed to his helmet as if to say his comm was no longer working. It seemed 
they understood. The man nodded and turned away from the window. 


Luke turned himself, ushering the group down the boarding ramp and towards a small 
alcove. Within it’s confines there was another steeper ramp leading to the command office. 
They snuck quietly beneath the Falcon, quickly making their way into the protective shadows 
of the gallery. They proceeded up the ramp cautiously. It levelled out into a small platform 
ahead of them and then made a sharp turn, Although the space was quiet — barring the 
ambient buzz of machinery — there was no promise that more Stormtroopers did not await 
them. Han and Chewbacca disappeared around the bend first, no doubt to get rid of the 
officers that lurked above. 


Casting a final cautious glance to the empty hangar, Luke hurried to catch up with the 
group. 
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12. Dantooine 


11 
Dantooine 


The heavy control room doors shushed open. Lord Vader turned to watch as two troopers 
pushed the Princess into the room and he strode forward to meet them in his usual menacing 
manner. They stopped just at the top of the stairs, taking on an uncomfortably straight posture 
and averting their eyes. That was common among nearly all of the personnel; none of them 
wished to look into the pitch black lenses. Like children who had misbehaved, they feared the 
consequences he had gained fame for. Though most often it uplifted him to feel their fear, a 
nagging doubt in his mind whispered just as their pupils darted away. Pity. 


It had been what was different in Padmé’s gaze; what had triggered his fury. Lord Vader, 
pitied and weak. He scowled, holding back another rush of red hot anger as the guards pushed 
Leia forward. Crimson bloomed in his vision and he clenched both of his hands, the dull pain 
of the neural relay snaking up to his chest. 


The Princess’ face was serene and her eyes void of emotion. He narrowed his eyes slightly, 
noticing the torrid river beneath her facade. A small, twisted smile tugged at the corners of his 
mouth. The Princess had little control over her emotions, at least in the presence of a Sith. 
She had been able to fool everyone but him. Vader reached a hand out and grabbed her 
shoulder in a steel grip, feeling her recoil and a shockwave of fear and pain echo through her. 
He shoved her forward a step, turning them towards the large pane of glass a few paces away. 


Leia’s only method of struggling was to make herself as heavy as possible; Vader sighed in 
exasperation as each pace took longer than he wished it to. It was only a few seconds — even 
in her attempts she was still unsubstantial compared to his massive frame — but his patience 
was worn away long ago. As they took another step she tried again, this time he drew on the 
Force to shove her forward. She stumbled and caught herself in the centre of the room. 


He closed the short distance between them and once again seized her by the shoulder. The 
Princess tried to shake him off; in response he tightened his grip a silent warning for her to 
stop her struggle. 


Vader let his eyes wander to the viewport. The enormous sphere of Dantooine was 
suspended in front of them. It reminded him of Naboo; the lush forests edged by farmland and 
the crystal blue shoreline. He felt his confrontation with Padmé floating back to him. Two 
ghostly eyes formed in the clouds, their irises painted by the deep brown of the mountains. He 
froze in surprise. They churned with unseen emotion; the concern, fear, and love he hadn’t 
seen for 19 long years. His mind began to wander away, the ethereal orbs pulled him towards 
the past. The room around him began to blur and he fought with the urge to simply give in. 
Padmé’s voice — a peal of laughter — rang in his ears before becoming overpowering, 
dragging him even further away from reality. The crimson around the edges of his vision 
returned. Vader felt the heat of rage snake up from his feet and his free hand clench into a fist. 
He hissed out a breath before closing his eyes, trying to rid himself of the illusion. It took 
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what seemed like hours for his mind to finally slip back into reality. Vader finally opened his 
eyes, shaking his head until the wisp of clouds had morphed back into a nothing but a 
featureless swirl. A pit formed in his stomach; he tried his best to ignore it. 


Vader’s eyes snapped back to the Princess as he felt the cold rush of her realisation flow 
beneath his fingertips. He focussed on her fear, feeding on it, filling the abyss that threatened 
to collapse the barriers that sealed off his emotions. His gaze floated back to the room in front 
of them at the sound of footsteps. From the shadows emerged a figure, his pale face obscured 
by the remaining wisps of blackness. He was much shorter than Vader, clad in a standard 
olive-drab uniform. Lord Vader recognised him at once, even though the man’s head was 
turned towards the transparisteel panel. He waited for another ripple to roll beneath his 
fingertips at the Princess’ own recognition. It didn’t arrive until the man turned his face away 
from the viewport, towards her. A smile slithered across the man’s face. 


“Princess Leia,” he greeted sardonically, “A pleasure to have you on board.” 


In an instant the tormented river of emotion ebbing from Leia turned to ice. A whisper 
forced itself from her mind and into the dank room. 


“Tarkin.” 


The Grand Moff raised an eyebrow and took another step forward. Vader eyed him, 
quickly flipping through his thoughts. 


“We’ve found your friends, Princess.” Tarkin sneered. He looked down his nose at her, his 
smile transforming into an icy glare. “Not all of them, but enough to make an effective 
demonstration.” 


Leia jerked forward at his words. Vader simply tightened his grip again, holding her still. 
He could feel her torment and pain flood the room now; her once strong will faltering. 


“You can’t,” she pleaded weakly. 


“Oh, but we can,” Tarkin replied, his voice nonchalant. “Perhaps you would like to hear 
your official sentence as well, before we continue?” 


Her heart skipped a beat, cold fear seeping into her every muscle. Leia willed her lips to 
stay still; even through the paralysing terror she found herself struggling. Silence fought 
against words in what felt like a losing battle. The urge to speak burned her throat like acid 
and she swallowed in an attempt to dull the pain. 


Tarkin smiled, his eyebrow creeping up once again. 


“Princess Leia Organa,” he began, studying her face. Her pupils narrowed; the only sign of 
the emotions that coursed beneath her visage. The Grand Moff continued. “Charged with high 
treason and crimes against the Empire, no trial to be held. Sentenced to immediate 
execution.” 


Leia stood still, her face now completely void of emotion. Tarkin glanced to Darth Vader 
for only a brief second. Her reaction was far from what the Grand Moff had expected and 
frustration furrowed his brow slightly. For someone who had caused the Empire — and 
Tarkin — such trouble, he wished a display of fear and the pleas of mercy. 
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“Such a pity,” Tarkin scoffed — masking his disappointment — before turning to the 
enormous transparisteel viewport and walking to the control panels. “Prepare the weapon at 
once.” 


Leia bit down on her cheek and watched his silhouette cross back in front of the pane. 
There was nothing more she wanted then to stop him; even if it was just for a moment. She 
remembered back to the calls she had put through to the base just months earlier, telling them 
they were moving operations to Yavin IV. They were only keeping the base as a decoy, but 
even then that required personnel to hold up the facade. Leia had promised them the base was 
secure enough to alert them to any attacks, strong enough to protect them long enough for the 
majority to evacuate. The residents of Dantooine — years of culture, lives built up from the 
once barren ground — would be extinguished in the blink of an eye. And it was her fault. 


If only they had hidden the base differently, or destroyed it when they moved to Yavin IV, 
the countless citizens would have been saved. 


Now she couldn’t warn them and there was no chance of them surviving. Her throat began 
to burn again; the fire crept up to her eyes and drew out tears. Leia took in a sudden breath, 
stopping them. The gloved hand of Vader constricted in response. 


Tarkin had turned as well, his pale blue eyes burrowing into her own. She swallowed and 
returned a glare sharper than a vibro-blade. 


Tarkin’s look changed from austere to bemused in an instant. He walked forward leisurely 
until he was only inches from her face. Leia tried to escape his gaze; craning her neck 
towards the viewport. 


“I’m feeling rather merciful today, Princess, so I will give you a choice,” Tarkin growled. 


Leia’s heart sunk; the only thing worse than what faced her now was a choice. She braced 
herself for the next words. In her mind she already knew what the options were. She wouldn’t 
play the Empire’s dangerous game and she most definitely would not betray the Rebellion. 


“T won’t,” she blurted. Tarkin raised an eyebrow and looked at her. Her heart was 
throbbing with adrenaline now and her hands trembled. She shook her head, trying to keep 
her composure. 


Tarkin tilted his head away in mild surprise. She dropped her gaze to the ground; trying to 
hide the defeat in her eyes. 


Leia repeated herself, the conviction beginning to fade from her words. 
“T won’t tell you.” 
The Grand Moff shook his head slowly. 


“Those poor innocent civilians, victims of the Rebellion’s attempts at freedom.” He 
snarled the last word, his lip curling. 


Leia instantly regretted the decision. Fear clambered up into her throat as she watched the 
peaceful surface swirl below them. As hard as she tried to hold them back, bitter tears still 
threatened to escape. She put on her mask of indifference, waiting for them to dissipate. 
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Vader glanced at the churning clouds, scanning them, before looking back to Tarkin. Leia 
once again twisted beneath his grip; he simply grabbed her other shoulder in the same steel 
grip. The torment in her mind was deafening now. Every thought she had was fleeting and he 
required a great deal of focus to see them all. Even then he knew he was missing vital details; 
any story he managed to draw out from her memory would be broken and incomplete. She 
had a strong will -and though she wasn’t consciously guarding her thoughts — the barricades 
still held. He tried to delve past the rapids of her consciousness and into the calm depths of 
her unconscious. Still he failed to find the information he needed. He nodded to Tarkin. 


The Grand Moff gave Darth Vader an acknowledging glance beneath his stern face; to 
anyone else it would have been indiscernible. Tarkin looked one more time at Leia before 
making a neat turn back to the crewmen controlling the weapon. 


“You may fire when ready,” he ordered, before leaning and whispering to the men. “5 
percent to obliterate the base, then full power.” 


Vader grounded his mind. Thoughts of Padmé’s reaction had begun to ooze past the shield 
around his focus. He blinked away her face and tightened his grip, waiting for the pain to 
affect Leia’s mind before following her thoughts once again. This time he had faces; pilots, 
soldiers, politicians. None of them were named and none of them were anything more than 
ephemeral. 


The ground beneath them began to hum. The crewmen were adjusting the control panel 
now; the normally dim lights of the console shifting to a dazzling display of colour. He eyed 
the scene carefully, feeling Leia’s anxiety heighten with each flip of a switch or tum of a dial. 
At last the ground beneath them changed to a muffled roar. 


Tarkin stepped back and awaited the blast, his body turned like a merchant displaying his 
wares. It was clear he enjoyed every moment; contrary to the annoyed look he still 
maintained. The Grand Moff looked to Leia, the venomous glance only lasting a split second 
before the roar of the engines stopped. In the seconds following, only Vader’s respirator 
offered relief from the eerie silence. 


The whirring of machinery began again unexpectedly and Leia’s heartbeat began to pound 
under Vader’s quadranium grip. Once again a smile surfaced on Tarkin’s face. He motioned to 
the viewport expectantly. 


Another faint tremor shook the room and Vader focussed on the orb of gold and blue; 
waiting for the blast. Just as quickly as he had redirected his gaze, a tunnel of pulsating 
emerald light shot out from the station. In a split second it had scorched a path of destruction 
into the once peaceful surface. 


Vader’s surroundings blurred; the beam imprinted itself into his corneas. He tried to blink 
it away, but was greeted with the dream he had desperately wanted to forget. 


Padmé’s smiling face looked to him, the inferno of Dantooine’s fields becoming hills 
bathed in golden sunlight. The blisteringly bright green ray shone on the horizon; just beyond 
the rounded peaks. He breathed in anxiously, his conscious clambering to return to reality. 
Through the echoes of nature, footsteps rang out and Vader turned to see the face that 
approached. He braced himself; remembering exactly who it was, but before she came into 
view the deadly light encompassed him; first it simply blinded him, then the excruciating pain 
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flooded his body. Every inch of his skin burned, his mind could think of nothing other than the 
crippling pain and rage of emotion. He tried to reach to his eyes with his gloved hands — to 
wake himself from the vision — but it was a fruitless attempt. 


As if it were punishing him for his attempt to escape, the vision changed to the aftermath. 
Vader stood in the marble archways of Varykino; his breathing permeating the empty halls. A 
sob mingled with the room’s silence and he spun, recognising it as Padmé. She knelt on the 
floor; her cerulean gown splayed around her like a bottomless ocean. Her face was pale and 
drenched in tears. The Sith Lord’s heart began to throb in frustration and he stepped forward, 
intending to comfort her. Instead she turned away. As she moved, two stone plaques glistened 
in front of her. Unlike the other stones, blocks of verdigris coruscating in the Naboo sun, they 
were the colour of ash. Vader knew instantly what they were. His heart dropped and he fell to 
his knees as furious tears clouded his vision. 


Leia yanked out from beneath his grip; pulling him from the dream. Rage still pulsed in his 
every sinew and he grabbed her shoulders even harder than before. A small gasp of pain 
escaped her lips; instead of loosening his hold he simply basked in the violent ripples of fury, 
despair, and pain that spilled out from her mind. With every mechanical breath he drew on the 
rogue emotions and forced away the dream; Vader wanted nothing more than to forget it once 
more. 


Though it seemed like hours before the last slivers of his vision had melted away, the 
scene in front of him was only seconds ahead. He blinked away the ghostly afterimage of the 
laser before turning his head back to Tarkin. 


The Moff took two short paces toward the viewport; his brow creased with false concern. 
He shook his head — with the same mocking disappointment — and closed the distance 
between himself and Leia. “You have one last chance, Princess.” 


He narrowed his eyes and titles his head towards her; and spoke with his voice lowered to 
a threatening growl. “I grow tired of asking, so this will be the last time. Where is the Rebel 
base?” 


He stepped away and waited for the response. Leia counted each second painfully. She 
couldn’t bring herself to reply. The block of fear and regret in her stomach, paired with the 
biting pain in her shoulders made it difficult to form words; the blazing fury she felt for 
Tarkin wouldn’t let her respond with her normal tact. 


The Grand Moff leaned his head to one side, a forged concern painting his face. “A planet 
of innocents... or your precious Rebel friends?” 


Another lengthy pause followed the stinging words; to her surprise Leia found herself 
willing him to simply fire the laser and end the torture. She could not — would not — betray 
the Rebellion. His ice blue eyes met hers as he spoke once again, this time he could not mask 
the irritation her silence had given him. “Time is running out.” 


Leia closed her eyes and willed herself to shake her head, hoping that somehow when she 
opened her eyes the scene would be different. As her eyes shut out the room and the doomed 
planet, she noticed how volatile her emotions had become. Her teeth were clenched tightly in 
pain and frustration, her jaw aching from the effort. She hated every single person in the room 
with her; a pure, raw hatred she had only felt a handful of times. In a futile attempt she tried 
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to snuff out the creeping red that now permeated into her every thought, only to be reminded 
through the stirring of crewmen around her and Darth Vader’s ominous breathing. 


She looked up as she heard the military-issued boots step away from her; Tarkin’s low 
whisper came soon after. Her chest tightened in anticipation of the weapon’s hypnotising 
beam. The steel floor began to shudder beneath her feet. Leia glanced up to the viewport for a 
split second. She could feel Tarkin’s ice-blue eyes boring into her, still waiting for her to 
break. There was no chance she would. Even though it tortured her to see the peaceful planet 
destroyed piece by piece, it was nothing compared to the suffering of the galaxy around her. 


The hum was a roar once again. Leia took a small step back, ignoring the rush of pain in 
her shoulder, and braced herself. Silence settled upon the room; the calm before the storm. 
Leia cast a glance towards the planet and apologized to what would be millions on the surface 
below. She blinked back another tear and stared, waiting for the brilliant green laser to fire. 


The faint tremor started suddenly, the laser accompanying it. Leia felt her heart drop. She 
desperately wished to look away from the blast, but found herself frozen. The beam vanished 
almost as soon as it had begun. The resulting explosion seemed to happen in slow motion, 
clouds of smoke and debris shot outwards from the surface. Fire and vivid golds took the 
place of the soft pastel surface. Within seconds there was nothing but the vast emptiness of 
space. 


Leia closed her eyes and swallowed the bitter hatred pooling in her throat. 


“The Empire will find the others soon enough,” Tarkin said as he turned back towards her. 
He met Leia’s eyes; his irises masking a glimmer of condescension. “Your silence will not 
save them.” 


The doors behind them slid open and two Stormtroopers entered. One of them stumbled 
slightly as they approached the top of the stairs. Lord Vader shoved Leia forward, his eyes 
focussed on the armour-clad men. They straightened at his approach. 


“Take her back to her cell,” Vader ordered. The two marched down the stairs and the Sith 
Lord stepped back, watching as the troopers brusquely grabbed her arms and forced her 
towards the doors. 


He hesitated for a moment. Once again a hum resonated in the back of his mind, a glowing 
warmth that he recalled from the Clone Wars. Vader shook his head. It had been 19 years. It 
wasn’t possible, he knew that. 


It couldn't be possible. 
“Sir.” The call came from behind him. 


The Force signature still hummed in his mind. It turned his thoughts into a heavy syrup, 
then seeped into the muscles of his neck. He struggled to wade through it, pushing away the 
Force and pulling his head towards the voice. By the time he succeeded, the voice and the 
signature were merely echoes. Tarkin had already made the approach to where the youthful 
crewman sat. The Grand Moff’s posture was still stiff as ever, though he had managed to bend 
to the man’s level. The slightest crease formed on his brow as the crewman continued to 
speak, his hand moving up to point to a screen. Tarkin cut him off with a wave of his own 
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hand. His eyes were now squinted with a mixture of thought and frustration. Their voices had 
been little more than a whisper, yet Vader had heard enough. 


Shaking away the tendrils of syrup that still clung to his mind, he stepped forward. Tarkin 
had already turned to him. Despite his short stature, the Grand Moff closed the distance 
quickly. 


Vader could see his emotions and thoughts clearly. If he had had any doubts about the 
situation, they were non-existent now. He smiled. A plan was already beginning to form, one 
that would be most effective. 


Tarkin spoke quickly, his voice lowered. “The unidentified ship had stowaways. They are 
on their way to the Princess Leia’s detention block.” 


The Sith Lord’s smile grew wider. “Let them rescue her and attach a tracking device to 
their ship. They will lead us directly to the Rebel Base,” he replied. 


One of Tarkin’s grey-peppered eyebrows rose. “Let them escape? You’re making quite the 
assumption, Lord Vader,” he paused, scanning Vader’s mask with narrowed eyes, “There is no 
guarantee they would not disable the device or lead us astray.” 


The Sith Lord let Tarkin’s thoughts meld into his own. They were like planets, rotating 
around a sun — a goal that was crystal clear, one that radiated throughout his mind. He 
wanted nothing more than power and status... but those were not the only ones that showed. 


It came to Vader suddenly. 
Appreciation. 


It was nothing Vader had not already known. But there was a difference between a craving 
for power and the need for appreciation. He could use both to his advantage, to manipulate 
Tarkin into accepting his plans. Vader chose his words carefully, hoping to find a weak spot in 
Tarkin’s psyche. 


“The team will be ordered to place it where it will be difficult to detect and disable. As for 
your other concerns, they will have to return to the base eventually. If not, we have methods 
to eliminate them,” he said. Tarkin’s hesitation lessened slightly. Vader continued. “If this 
plan works, the Death Star will eliminate the Rebellion in a single blast. Their support will 
fade, and the Empire will be stronger than ever before.” 


Now the central thought was more than just a goal; it was a lust. It bled into his every 
thought. The credits, the reputation, the recognition, the power. The Sith Lord smiled once 
more, A wisp of hesitation remained in the Moff’s mind, but it faded quickly as the craving 
for power took over. 


The Grand Moff furrowed his eyebrows; yet it was only a facade. Vader could hear every 
thought echo in his own mind, the barriers now non-existent. It amused him; Tarkin always 
held himself to the same standards as the Emperor, thinking it would place him above the 
others. He acted as if tyranny and fear were the only ways to keep others in line; that a 
personality colder than Hoth would be the only way to succeed. 


Even when he knew the Sith standing in front of him could hear his every thought. 
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Unlike many of the others, however, it was only a character. His ego was certainly real, but 
what he had built his reputation on was no different than what he scoffed at in his mind. The 
Grand Moff certainly carried himself as a tyrant, but there was a hint of compassion 
somewhere beneath his calculating expression — towards what he could not pinpoint. A 
flicker of guilt appeared as well, dissipating almost instantly. The Sith Lord could barely see 
into his true self, but what he did see was far more human than he had expected. 


The little insight he gained had surprised him. But Vader had to give him credit; he 
certainly knew how to maintain appearances. Frustratingly well. 


He wondered what the Emperor thought of his frontage — or if he cared at all. Despite 
Tarkin’s craving for an even higher position and his facade, he had no intention of becoming a 
usurper. He was loyal and had the station that would keep it that way. 


Tarkin spoke, his words a low growl, “This had better work. If it does not, there will be 
consequences for us all.” 


Vader nodded, surfacing from Tarkin’s mind. 


“T do not see it failing,” he assured, before quickly starting another sentence. Padmé had 
crossed his mind yet again. The thought of the station being on high alert whilst she was 
onboard was one that clawed at his stomach, nauseating him. It was the only thing he could 
think about. 


“TI have a matter I must attend to.” 


Without allowing the Grand Moff a reply, he turned on his heel and headed towards the 
heavy doors. They slid open and he slipped between them, disappearing into the grey halls 
beyond. 
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13. Plans 


12 
Plans 


Blaster shots rang out, followed by Chewbacca’s roar. The entire hangar resonated with the 
clamor. Luke glanced to Ben, who simply gave him a pointed glance. 


Luke rushed into the command office, pulling off his helmet before the door had even 
opened all the way. Han looked up from the row of screens in front of him. 


“Han!” 
He turned, his armored arms palm up in confusion. “What?” 


“Could you be a little quieter? We’re supposed to be getting out of here alive! Not letting 
every single Imperial know we’re here!” 


“Bring them on! I’d prefer a good fight to all this sneaking around.” 
“Well, I’d rather escape in one piece,” Luke retorted. 
Han placed his hands on his hips. 


“T’m sure they didn’t even notice.” After sidestepping Luke, Han looked out the small 
window to their right. The hangar was still quiet. No officers or Stormtroopers had entered 
and the sirens placed throughout the room made no sound. The crimson bulbs dotting the 
walls flashed intermittently, but it was nothing that told him the Empire knew of their dash to 
the command office. He pointed out the window. 


“See? What did I tell you?” 
Luke sighed. 


Breha and Ben were watching the monitors. Their attention was focussed on what 
appeared to be schematics, glowing in oranges and blues. Every few moments the screens 
would alternate. Security footage from the various corridors played on the monitors. Nothing 
of interest showed itself, only busy halls and elevator bays. 


“Ts there any way to get out of here?” He cast a side-glance at Han “Without blasting our 
way through?” 


Artoo whistled slowly. 


Breha looked to them. “The footage is only of common areas. Artoo can most likely access 
the computer mainframe, once it is set up.” 


Ben nodded, leaning over the desk and entering a few commands. A new screen clicked 
on, Artoo whistled again, shaking side to side as if he were excited. 


He rolled to a small port on the console and plugged in, the metal rings spinning around it 
as he attempted to connect to the mainframe. With a bright chirp, his metallic attachment 
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clicked into place. 


New images appeared on the screens, the other schematics vanishing. Artoo beeped and 
trilled. 


“Artoo says that he has projected the several tractor beam power couplings onto the 
screen,” Threepio informed them, “And that the current schematics should show the closest 
location. Once you shut down one power coupling, it should disable the tractor beam. The 
Millennium Falcon should be able to escape.” 


Even with the hangar’s reassuring quiet, Han knew that it would likely be minutes before 
they were found out. Breha and Ben were now speaking in hushed tones, both of them 
motioning to the screens. Luke fiddled with a dial near the screens. With each quarter turn it 
switched to a new security feed. 


Han stepped closer to Breha and Ben, within earshot. They both cast him a quick glance 
before returning to the conversation. 


“The tractor beam controls should be here, beyond this corridor,” Ben gestured to the 
screen, where a pulsing red dot glowed. The orange map cut out for a brief second before 
flickering back to life. The corridor it displayed was close — it would not take the old Jedi 
long to reach it and free the Falcon. 


Breha looked to the screen and then to Obi Wan. “It’s off what appears to be a major 
causeway, however. It’s bound to be patrolled. Bringing the group would not be wise.” 


Ben nodded and gave her a gentle smile. “I will take caution, and the Force will assist me.” 
With a short sigh, Breha nodded. “It’s our best choice.” 


Luke watched the screens, enthralled by the schematics and footage that flickered across 
them. 


Artoo bubbled in the background, before the screens switched again. 


“Hey, Han,” Luke said. Han turned towards him. He was pointing towards a map, the rest 
of them studying it as well. “Here are the detention cells. Not too far from here. The only 
problem is going be getting Chewie in.” 


A hum came from Artoo as he began to search through the detention’s security feeds. The 
map flickered to interior views of the cells, each lasting on the screen for a few moments. The 
images were grey, grainy. Every so often a band of interference would freeze on the screen. 
Luke could sense the sudden tension in the room. The air grew heavy with the swirling 
emotions. Breha was the main source, anticipation and pain ebbing from her. His chest felt 
tight from the dense air, droplets of sweat forming beneath his golden locks of hair. 


“If the Princess is even here,” Han replied, “I’m not sneaking around on some wild 
quidduck chase.” 


“She’s got to be —” Luke paused, catching a glimpse of the screen. A new image blinked 
up, a woman in a flowing white dress, glistening hair styled modernly in two buns. “There! ” 


Artoo stopped the changing feed. Breha drew a sharp breath. 
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“There she is,” she murmured, her words catching in her throat. The uncomfortable 
anticipation flooding the room had faded and was replaced with an oppressive sadness. They 
all watched, the Princess remaining motionless except for her gaze, which looked about the 
small cell. 


Artoo whistled again. The image changed. Yet another empty cell. Another followed, then 
another. 


Breha turned suddenly, Ben followed her lead. She exhaled lightly. Luke could see the 
welled tears in her brown eyes as the heavy sadness began to wane. He felt a determination 
rise in his stomach, an energy that coursed to his fingertips. He would save the Princess, the 
Senator. No matter what. 


Artoo whistled. Threepio piped up, “Artoo is saying that, unfortunately, he can find no 
indication that the Senator is on board.” 


Ben turned back to the screens, studying them and rubbing his beard. He was barely 
audible. “She must be with him.” 


“Is she even alive? Or even on this station?” Breha lowered her voice. “If she is, there’s no 
possible way we can take her from....” 


Him. Ben finished her sentence in his thoughts. She was right. It would be almost 
impossible to rescue her if Vader had her under his watch. He was almost certain she was 
alive, although Vader most likely had her hidden away. 


Ben nodded. “I am not sure... she may be... but we cannot risk Leia to find her.” His voice 
trailed off, he shook his head. 


“What’s the plan?” Han interrupted their quiet conversation, one eyebrow raised. 


“We rescue the Princess,” Breha murmured, her eyes now showing defeat. Luke scanned 
her irises, trying to decode her emotions further. All he could feel was the buzz of the Force 
around him. 


Ben put a hand on Breha’s shoulder and addressed the two men. “We must go before they 
discover us. Quickly.” 


Luke cocked his head to the side. He could not sort through their emotions, could not 
decipher what they were thinking. 


“Here,” he piped up, a smile at the corner of his mouth. He grabbed a pair of binders off 
the desk. “We take Chewie in these cuffs, act as guards. They won’t know the difference.” 


Han shrugged, looking to where the Queen stood. “I don’t have a better idea. But I’m not 
so sure this is going to work.” 


“What else are we going to do?” Luke replied, his attention on Breha as she flipped 
through the surveillance cameras. 


Han picked up the helmet, sliding it onto his head before turning to Luke. He picked up 
Luke’s helmet and tossed it to him. Luke caught it, even though his eyes were still fixed on 
Breha. Han shook his head with disbelief. 
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“C’mon, kid. Let’s head out. We’ve got a princess to save.” He looked to Chewbacca, 
holding up durasteel cuffs. “And you’re gonna have to put these on, Chewie.” 


Chewbacca let out a growl of disapproval, and Han shot a look at him. Han knew why, no 
doubt the Wookiee did not want to relive any of his past. The Empire had not been kind to 
him. But there was no time for that, and this was their only option. Han held them out. 
Chewie barked again, before letting him slide on the cuffs. 


“Sorry,” Han whispered. He returned to look at Breha and Ben. Ben nodded to them and 
headed for the door, replacing his hood as he slipped silently out into the hangar. 


Breha looked to them. “Go on, I will be waiting,” she said. 


Luke gave a quick nod and turned, putting his helmet on. Han followed behind him with 
Chewbacca a stride behind. Their footsteps echoed as they disappeared into the corridor. 


Breha let out another heavy breath and looked back towards the screens. Leia’s face was 
there once again. With worry, clutching her heart, she let a tear escape — hoping they would 
succeed in their mission. Hoping that Padmé and her daughter would be safe. 
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14. Rescue 


13 
Rescue 


The hoverlift hummed to life, heading towards the detention levels. It had been more than 
easy for Han and Luke to walk through the corridors. Nobody had even cast them a second 
glace, despite the fact that they had a 7 foot tall Wookiee following behind them. 


Luke turned to Chewbacca, loosening the golden binders. 


He seemed determined that there were going to be no issues. Han didn’t know how. As 
soon as they Imperials figured it out, they’d be blasted faster than they could blink. The 
detention level was bound to be heavily guarded and monitored. That was if they made it that 
far. There were multiple levels between them. 


“This is not going to work,” Han said. 

Luke looked up from the binders, shaking his head. 
“Why didn’t you say so before?” 

“T did say so before.” 


Han cast his eyes to the indicator light. They were a floor away from the detention center. 
There was no time to go back. 
This had better work, he thought, trying to at least imagine going out in a blaze of glory. 


He gripped his blaster rifle, trying to anticipate which door of the hoverlift would open. 
The small circular indicator flashed again, this time signaling that they had arrived. His hand 
went for the trigger of the blaster as the ’lift silently slowed. 


The door slid open. It took both Luke and Han a moment to hear it, the thick plastic of the 
helmets impeding their vision and hearing. Leading Chewbacca with one hand, Han stepped 
out first. 

The room was small, hexagon shaped. The walls were painted black with very few lights 
around them. The floor was a thick durasteel grate, below it some sort of thin duraplast 
illuminated red. It gave the room an ominous feel — no doubt that was the goal. 


There were a few stairs leading to a narrow corridor straight in front of them. A man paced 
the passage, no doubt monitoring the prisoners’ cells. Directly in front of them was a circular 
command station. The monitors were held up by thin metal posts, an officer in the middle. He 
was dressed in a black uniform, leaning over a control panel. Behind him stood two guards 
clad in black. 

He had already noticed them. His expression was bemused as he looked up, his eyes scanning 
them. He straightened and took two steps towards them. 


“Where are you taking this....thing?” he asked, his hands clasped behind his back. 
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“Prisoner transport from cell block 1138,” Luke replied quickly. 
The officer tilted his head. 
“T wasn’t notified,” he said, his eyes focused on Chewbacca, “I’ll have to clear it.” 


He waved to the guards and pressed a button on the console. Han looked to Luke as a 
single guard approached, waiting until the perfect moment to signal to Luke. He watched as 
the barrel of his blaster came closer, close enough that he could see the DH-17inscription. 
Doubt began to claw back into his mind. He pushed it away. There was no other option now, 
they had to survive this. 

As they got within a half meter, Han gave the signal. Chewbacca pulled his enormous paws 
from the loose bracers, roaring at the guards and knocking one over. 


“Look out, he’s loose!” Han yelled. 


Luke shot his blaster once, attempting to distract them. Han tossed his blaster rifle to 
Chewbacca. 


“He’ll tear us all apart!” 


Luke fired again, above the console. Smoke and sparks rained down. The officer grabbed 
his own blaster and aimed for the trio. Without giving him even a second to fire, Luke fired a 
blaster bolt into his side. He tumbled to the ground. 


Turrets began to fire on them. The guard behind the console began to shoot, his blaster 
bolts narrowly missing Luke. He crouched, dodging them, before firing back at him. Luke’s 
shot hit him directly in the abdomen, and he collapsed instantly. 


Chewbacca and Han were firing at the various cameras and turrets scattered throughout the 
room. The Empire definitely hadn’t skimped on security. Following their lead, Luke directed 
his fire to the turrets placed within the rear wall. He narrowly dodged two shots from the 
turrets and blasted them. 


An echoing shatter was followed by a shower of glass, as Chewbacca succeeded in 
destroying the cameras above them. 


The other guard had recovered from the Wookiee’s blow and had stumbled to his feet. He 
reached for his blaster, but Luke saw him first. With a flash of red he collapsed again, his 
chest smoking. Han fired towards the corridor’s security panel, yet another camera was within 
it. Sparks flew, before the wiring began to burn. Acrid smoke poured into the small room. 


The other guard had recovered from the first shot and fired at them. He missed, giving Han 
a chance to blast him again. He crumpled to the ground. Chewbacca destroyed another two 
cameras. The smoke was now a thick fog, making it difficult for them to see. 


The guard from the cell block rushed forward. His blaster was pointed at them, his hands 
steady. Luke pulled the trigger. It struck the guard on the leg and he tumbled down the steps 
to the corridor. 

With all the guards gone, Luke hurried to the console. Han let off one last shot. It smashed 
into the final turret, mangling it in a cloud of smoke. He followed behind Luke. Luke dragged 
the officer’s body off the console, before turning to see if there were any more cameras or 
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turrets. He couldn’t see any — but he could barely see anything in the Stormtrooper armor. 
He turned his attention to the corridor, watching for any guards. 


Han passed behind him. 


“We’ve got to find out which cell this princess of yours is in. Here it is...” he paused, 
reading the numbers on the console. As soon as he got them, he pointed down the corridor. 
“Cell 2187. You go get her. I’1l hold them here.” 


Luke ran down the hall. Han pulled off his helmet and set it down. Some sort of alarm was 
beeping and he hadn’t noticed it before. With a quick glance, he figured out what it was. 
A breach alarm. The officer must have sounded it during the fight. 

Sithspit. 


If he didn’t do something, they were going to have company — faster than they could get 
out of this mess. He clicked on the comm. Hopefully, this wouldn’t backfire. 
“Everything is under control,” he said, glancing to the hoverlifts, “situation normal!” 


A voice responded. “What happened?” 


“We had a... slight weapons malfunction, but everything’s perfectly alright now,” he 
replied, trying to hide the pauses as he searched for words. He could feel sweat bead around 
his collar. “We’re fine. We’re all fine here now. Thank you.” 


He stopped, briefly. 

“How are you?” 

“We're sending a squad up.” 

Han winced. Not what he wanted to hear. 


“Uh, negative. Negative,” he replied, glancing nervously down the hall, ‘We’ve got a 
reactor leak here now. Give us a few minutes to lock it down...large leak. Very dangerous.’ 
The voice came through again, his tone disbelieving. “Who is this? What’s your operating 
number?” 


Nice going, Han thought to himself, grabbing the blaster rifle. 
He fired at the comm. It erupted into smoke and flame. 


“Boring conversation anyway,” he mumbled, frustrated. He turned to the corridor. 
‘Luke!’ he yelled, “we’re gonna have company!” 


Luke turned, hurrying back down the corridor. He found the cell — 2187. He took a 
breath, jamming the door control open. 


A wall panel opened, leading into a small grey cell. It was lower than the corridor. On the 
far wall was a metal bench, where the Princess lay sleeping. He clambered down the two 
steps inside. 

A wave of emotion hit him as she rose from her sleep. It was her beauty that struck him first. 
But then, it was something else. A warm familiarity. For a brief moment, his mind flashed 
back to his dreams. 
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“Aren’t you a little short for a Stormtrooper?” The Princess’ warm voice snapped him 
from his thoughts. 


“Oh!” he realized, “the uniform.” 


He pulled the helmet off. She looked at him, meeting his bright blue eyes with her own 
deep brown orbs. 


“T’m Luke Skywalker,” he said, stepping forward with urgency, “I’m here to rescue you.” 
She sat up. “You’re who?” 


“T’m here to rescue you,” he repeated. “I’ve got your Artoo unit, I’m here with Ben 
Kenobi... Breha sent us.” 


“Ben Kenobi!” she interrupted, standing up now, “where is he? Where’s Breha?” 
“C’mon,” Luke nodded towards the corridor. 


The Princess hurried outside, Luke following behind. Luke turned back towards the 
command room, hearing the sound of the hoverlift arriving. He stopped as he saw Han’s 
armored figure step in front of the corridor. 


“Get behind me!” Han yelled to Chewbacca, repeating it twice until the Wookiee was in 
position. 


An explosion shook the floor beneath them, before the sound of blasters echoed in the 
corridor. Luke moved so he could see the command room more clearly. Han and Chewbacca 
were firing at the hoverlifts. A blaster bolt struck the first Stormtroope, who toppled out of 
the cloud of smoke. Another was behind him and quickly met the same fate. But the hoverlift 
was full of them. Chewie and Han began to back up, before running to meet Luke and the 
Princess. 


They were running back towards the hoverlifts, but stopped as Han met them. 


“We can’t get out that way,” he remarked, glancing to see how close the Stormtroopers 
were. 


The Princess shot him a glance before looking down the hall. “Looks like you managed to 
cutoff our only escape route,” she replied. 
Han turned to her. “How’d you like it back in your cell, Your Highness?” 


A blaster bolt hit the metal strut right behind them. The four dove back as a rain of fire 
shot at them. The Stormtroopers were far too close, now. 


Luke instinctively pulled out his comm. There was no way they’d escape on their own, the 
station was bound to be on high alert and they knew nothing about its schematics. 


“Breha, Threepio!” he called, hoping they would pick up. He didn’t wait for a reply. “We 
need another way out of the cell bay, we’ve been cut off!” 


Two bolts struck the struts they hid behind. Han fired back, managing to hit one Trooper. 


“Threepio! What was that, I didn’t copy?” 
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Breha’s voice broke through instead. “He said they’ve all been alerted of your presence. 
The only ways out are going to be through the main entrance. Artoo can’t access any other 
information.” 

“Mum?” He barely registered Leia’s whisper behind him. 


A muffled clanging came from the comm, the noises cutting in and out. “Open... in there! 
Open up...!” 


“T’m afraid I must go,” Breha replied, tension in her words. 
Luke clipped the comm back onto the armor. “There’s no other way out of here.” 


Chewbacca growled. Han looked at him, then Luke. “Well, I can’t hold them off forever, 
so now what?” 


He was frustrated; trying to think of some way they were going to escape unscathed. It 
wasn’t likely they’d survive. Han didn’t like to admit any defeat. 


“Some rescue mission this is,” Leia replied, “you came in here, didn’t you have a plan for 
getting out?” 
Han looked at her in between his own shots, her words sparking a simmer in him. 


“He’s the brains, sweetheart,” he shot back. 


Luke tried to defend himself. She grabbed his blaster and fired a bolt into a grate besides 
them. 


Han looked at the grate, the jagged metal still glowing. There was no way that was a good 
idea. None of them had any idea where that chute lead. 


“What the hell are you doing?” he yelled, trying to focus on the blaster fire that inched 
ever closer. 


“Somebody has to save our skins,” she replied tersely, slinking across the corridor towards 
the grate and knocking out a Trooper with a blaster bolt. “Now into the garbage chute, 
flyboy.” 


She tossed Luke his blaster and slid in. Chewbacca stuck one furry foot in, before 
growling at Han. He was complaining about the smell, which, Han had to admit was horrible. 
Han snapped his head around to look at the Wookiee. Evidently her Highness knew what she 
was doing, so he wasn’t going to argue. There was no better plan of his. 


“Get in there, you big furry oaf!” he ordered, “I don’t care what you smell!” 


The Stormtroopers were already in the corridor, their blaster fire missing only by 
centimeters. He kicked Chewie with his heel, hoping to coax him in. The Wookiee obeyed, 
squeezing himself in and sliding down the chute. 


Han grit his teeth, looking to Luke briefly. “Wonderful girl! Either I’m going to kill her... 
or I’m beginning to like her!” 
Luke rolled his eyes, shooting another bolt at the Stormtroopers. 


Han looked at Luke again, “Now get in there!” 
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Luke slid in. 
Two feet of slime and garbage greeted him, splashing all over his armor. 


And it smelled worse than a wet Bantha. He blinked, trying to stop his eyes from burning. 
Leia and Chewbacca were beside him, the Wookiee standing near a hatch. 
“Look out!” Luke warned, bringing up his blaster and aiming for the door. 


He trudged forward through the sludge and fired at the hatch, hoping to blast it open. 
Instead, the bolt ricocheted off. He dove for cover as it flew past his head. It bounced off the 
metallic walls and narrowly missed the Princess, before colliding with a plasteel container. 


Leia turned to him. “Don’t try that again.” 


“Don’t worry, I wasn’t planning on it,” Luke replied, picking a piece of... something out of 
his shoulder armor. The piles of garbage were up to 3 feet high, floating in some strange 
slimy water. It was mostly scrap, and construction materials. Nothing they could use to blast 
through a magnetized door. If there was something floating in the water, it’d be ruined by 
now. 


“Woohoo!” 


They both spun around as Han tumbled down the chute, landing on a pile of trash. He 
stood, taking in his surroundings. Chewbacca growled to him, still complaining about the 
smell. 

Han boosted himself up to his feet. 


“The garbage chute was a wonderful idea! What an incredible smell you’ve discovered!” 
Leia shot him a glare. 


If there was any more sarcasm in him, it’d be pouring out his ears, she thought, looking 
through a pile of rubbish for something to break the magnetic seal. 


“Let’s get out of here,” Han said, pulling his blaster up and looking at the hatch. He waved 
to Chewbacca. “Get away from there!” 


Chewbacca stepped aside and let out a trill. 


Luke turned to see what was going on. Seeing Han’s blaster raised, he tried to rush forward 
through the sludge. 


“Wait! No!” 
Han fired, ignoring Luke. 


The blaster bolt bounced off the door, just as it had before. Luke and Leia dove down, 
trying to avoid the frenzied bolt as it careened off the walls. It eventually landed in a mound 
of garbage and dissipated. 


“Will you forget it?” Luke yelled, “I already tried it! The door’s magnetically sealed!” 
Leia stood, her eyes aflame. “Put that thing away! You’re going to get us all killed!” 


Han leaned forward, his tone matching hers. She was definitely getting on his nerves now. 
“Absolutely, Your Worship. Look, I had everything under control until you led us down here. 
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It’s not going to take them long to figure out what happened to us.” 


Leia had turned from him now, grasping onto a long rod and trying to puzzle through any 
possible escape routes. She shook her head. Luke had said Ben was here, and her mum was as 
well. There was no way she was letting him jeopardize their escape... and she hadn’t seen 
him coming up with any stellar plans 


“Tt could be worse,” she retorted. 

A rumbling growl floated up from the liquid surrounding them. 

“Oh, it’s worse.” Han said. 

Luke was searching around his feet, looking for the source of the noise. 

“There’s something alive in here...” 

“Kid, I’m sure it’s just your imagination.” 

Luke shook his head. He knew it was there. He could feel it, just barely, through the Force. 
He felt pressure against his leg. He recoiled, and it slithered away. 

“Something just moved past my leg!” 


His eyes went back to the murky water. Something moved, a rubbery....thing floating on 
the surface, 
“Look!” He pointed, “Did you see that!” 


Han stepped forward, looking where he pointed, but it had disappeared. Luke tried to track 
it, but the liquid was too dark and its energy was too dull. They all scanned the dark water for 
a few moments, trying to find the creature. 


Suddenly, it grabbed him around the ankle and pulled. He tried to keep himself upright, but 
the floor was coated in slime. He looked to Han and Leia frantically. He managed to shout 
one word before it continued to pull him underwater. 


“Help!” 


His body quickly was submerged, his face flooded with putrid liquid. He tried to wrestle 
free of the tentacle and push himself up. As he attempted to, the creature wrapped another 
tentacle around his neck. Ice cold fear shot through him. He could feel the pressure against 
his throat, his lungs beginning to ache as he struggled. A single eye blinked right in front of 
his face and he tried again to pull away. 


He could hear the muffled yells of Leia and Han, calling him. The creature relaxed for a 
brief moment. He took advantage of it, shoving himself towards the surface. He broke 
through and thrashed. The tentacle around his neck tightened and he could feel his throat 
threaten to collapse. 


“Luke!” Leia shouted to him. The slime clouded his eyes, though. He couldn’t see 
anything. 
“Grab hold of this!” 
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He swung his arm wildly, trying to reach for whatever she was holding out. His arm didn’t 
hit anything. His other hand went for the appendage around his neck, loosening it enough so 
he could breathe. He pulled the trigger on his blaster in an attempt to shoot it. The slime had 
waterlogged it, though, and nothing happened. 


“Blast it!” he gasped, still struggling to break free. The creature was strong and it wasn’t 
giving up without a fight. “My gun’s jammed!” 
Han looked around, trying to find a spot that wasn’t attached to Luke. 


“Where?” he asked, hoping Luke would know where the rest of the creature was. 
“Anywhere!” 


Han sighed. 
Real helpful, kid. 


He raised his blaster rifle, aiming for the general direction of the tentacles. Steadying his 
blaster, he pulled the trigger and watched as the creature recoiled. 
Luke gasped for breath, his lungs finally filling again. 


But it was only momentary. The creature grabbed onto Luke again, yanking him 
downwards. He could feel Han attempt to pull him back up, but it was useless. He went under 
again, managing to get one last breath in before the water overtook him. 


Han scanned the water for him. There was no sign of him, no ripples, no bubbling. He 
couldn’t be down there for too much longer. He’d drown. 


The groaning of metal made him look up. Both side walls shuddered, seemingly moving 
closer. He looked to Leia. Her expression was worried, she shook her head and glanced down 
to the water again. 

Luke burst from the surface, spraying Han with the putrid liquid. 


“Help him!” Leia called, waiting for Han to grab him, “What happened?” 


Luke coughed, spots still in his eyes. His voice was hoarse. “I don’t know! It just let go of 
me and disappeared!” 


He continued to cough, the vile water trying to make its way into his windpipe. A rumble 
sounded in between his coughing. It was mechanical. Exactly like the one they had heard 
prior. 

Han stepped back, grabbing his blaster. It clicked in his hands. 


“T’ve got a bad feeling about this.” 


Something told him the walls hadn’t just appeared to move in before. Chewbacca growled 
from behind, thinking the very same thing. 


Within a second, a loud click permeated the small garbage room. Almost immediately, the 
entire room began to whirr. 
“The walls are closing!” Luke exclaimed. 


Blast. 
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“Don’t just stand there,” Leia yelled, trying to get their attention, “Try to brace it with 
something!” 


It took them a moment to register what was going on. She reached for the metallic pole she 
saw earlier, hoping it would be much stronger than it looked. It was definitely heavier than it 
looked. 

“Help me with this!” 


Han turned and grabbed it, helping her hoist it. He held it up, waiting for the rapidly 
closing walls to jam on it. 


Luke was pressing himself against the wall, hoping it would give under his weight. He 
closed his eyes, trying to channel whatever energy he could. It was futile, though. The walls 
were far too powerful. 


He remembered the comm. Pulling it out, he clicked it on. 
“Hello? Threepio? Breha?” 

There was no reply. 

He tried again. “Hello?” 


The comm clicked on, before the sound of blaster fire came through. It lasted a few 
seconds before dying down. Breha’s breathless voice came from the other end. “What is it 
you need, Luke? Are you nearby? There is a heavy presence of Stormtroopers —” 


Luke cut her off, the walls getting ever closer. “Shut down all the garbage mashers on the 
detention level.” 


Leia yelled from the background, “Hurry!” 


More blaster fire sounded on the comm, before it clicked off with no reply. 
“Breha! Threepio! Someone!” 


Nobody answered. Luke hit the wall with a gloved fist. Han looked around, before trying 
to help Leia to the top of a garbage pile. 


“One thing’s for sure... we’re all going to be a lot thinner.” 


The walls were a few meters apart now. They were going to be more than thin; they were 
going to be thin as hotcakes. 


Suddenly, the walls stopped. 


Breha’s voice returned. “One moment, Artoo is accessing the mainframe again. He’s 
stopped the garbage disposals on your level.” 


Artoo’s cooing and beeping sounded in the background. A loud click echoed in the now- 
narrow garbage masher. 


“And, he’s unlocked the magnetic seal on the door. Hurry, they are sending more 
reinforcements.” 


The four erupted into cheers of joy. 
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Threepio’s voice echoed, “Mistress Breha, I believe we were too late! Can you hear them, 
screaming in agony?” 


They replied in almost perfect unison. “We’re fine! We’re okay!” 


“No, Threepio. Hear them? They are alright,” she sighed lightly, ‘they’re just happy.’ 
“We will be waiting for you in the hangar,” she told the group, before the comm cut out again. 


Chewbacca trilled and opened the door, stepping out and waiting for Luke, Leia, and Han 
to follow. 
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15. Questions 


14 


Questions 
The medical droid finished its injection. It smarted for a few moments before dulling. The 
droid dabbed bacta on the site, lumbering back to the small table where it had laid out 
supplies. I readjusted the sleeve of my gown and pulled on a hooded cloak Anakin had left. 


The room shook. It was barely noticeable at first, but the quiet rumblings turned into a 
loud whirr within seconds. 


Wondering if the station was about to launch into hyperspace, I rose from the edge of the 
bed and stepped towards the viewport. There was no indication we were. The planet outside 
rested peacefully amongst the stars. The stars were their usual pinpricks, shimmering against 
the black emptiness. 


Yet the vibration continued to grow beneath my feet. I leaned on the sill of the viewport, 
bracing myself for the sudden lurch of hyperspeed. 


A sudden flash of emerald blinded me momentarily. I gripped the cold metal ledge more 
tightly, worried that the light was related to the dizziness that still plagued me. I blinked, 
realizing that I was no more ill than usual. It took a few moments for the light to fade from 
my eyes. I looked around the room and waited for the reddish tinge to dwindle. The room was 
the same as it had been. The light must have been from the viewport. 


Looking back to the window, I was taken aback by what I saw. The serene planet was now 
aflame, the atmosphere shades of deep orange and black. Swirls of smoke mixed in with the 
clouds that were pristine white just moments earlier. This station was more than a space 
station. It had just razed an entire planet. 


It was a weapon. 


I shook my head solemnly. Disappointment and anger rose in my chest, almost painful. It 
smouldered deep in my heart, burning just as the planet before me did. I spent a few long 
moments gazing out into the vast expanse of space. Absentmindedly, I spun a dark curl 
around my finger. 


With a long breath, I walked towards the living area. My gown whispered as it trailed 
behind me. This was not what I had agreed to. I had not agreed to be part of the Empire’s 
plans, nor was I willing to stand idly by while Anakin carried them out. It was against 
everything I had stood for. 


I took a seat. There was a holonovel and HoloNet terminal on the table. Part of me reached 
for them, hoping to gain some insight into things. I wondered if it would even help to know 
how desperate the situation had gotten, or if I was better off unaware. 


I decided I was better off knowing my enemy. Leaning forward slightly, I pressed the 
button. Beams of blue converged into one holo of the Imperial insignia. It flickered to a news 
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broadcast. 

A cloaked figure appeared behind a headline, his head adorned with a tall, ribbed hat. I 
recognized the background instantly, having spent much of my life within it. The Senate 
chambers. They were darkened behind him. 


The voice was grating. “I bring you all, the citizens of the Galaxy, the news that the 
Emperor has officially disbanded the Imperial Senate. Due to fears of treason and recent 
arrests of those attempting a rebellion, the Senate is no longer contributing to the Galaxy’s 
peace and prosperity.” 


The newscaster flickered in front of me. I was taken aback for a brief moment. Only today, 
after years of the Empire, had the Senate officially been disbanded. I ignored the newscaster’s 
praise for the move. He was obviously hired to serve the viewers propaganda. 


I had thought I saw liberty die years ago. But I had seen its final moments just today — 
gone in a blaze of green and flash of blue. My heart felt heavy. I felt helpless, alone. A small 
flicker of hope burned deep within me, as I now knew the Rebellion still existed. I had no 
way to join them, however. I was under Anakin’s watchful eye and in the heart of the Empire. 
I had no way to join and I had no way to find the twins. I hoped once again they were safe, far 
away from the cruelty I had witnessed. 


Brushing a stray brown lock from my face, I flicked the holoterminal off. As I sat in 
silence, I tried to find some plan. There had to be some way of saving both Anakin and the 
galaxy. It felt as though I had to choose. He hadn’t stopped the planet’s destruction, and the 
Emperor still held the Galaxy in a grip of beskar. 


Maybe I can support them, I thought. Anakin wouldn’t have to know. By the time he found 
out, I could bring him closer to the light. The only question was how I would accomplish such 
a thing. 


The sound of the door sliding open startled me. I spun around. Anakin stood in the 
doorway, his black cape still settling around him. I rose quickly. 


“Anakin,” I finally had the chance to question him. I would know why he had broken my 
trust. “What just happened?” 


He took a few short steps towards me. The door slid shut behind him. 


“A demonstration,” His answer was short and cold. It wasn’t good enough for me. I tried 
again. 


“You promised me. I am positive this planet did not do anything to deserve that.” My arm 
instinctively motioned to the viewport. I followed it for a moment, watching as black smoke 
and embers still filled the atmosphere. My patience was fading quickly. My words were sharp 
and unforgiving. “This ‘station’ is nothing more than a weapon! Anakin, don’t tell me you’re 
responsible for this!” 


“Padmé,” he started. My name sounded foreign through his respirator. “I had no choice. It 
was Dantooine or Alderaan. You know Dantooine is more remote and less populated. Tarkin 
ultimately wished to destroy Alderaan.” 


Red-hot anger shot through my fingertips at Tarkin’s name. My blood boiled. I hated him 
now more than ever. The man was the definition of what I had fought against. The Galaxy 
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had fallen so far from the vision of the Delegation and I. 


“And there was no possible way you could have stopped him?” The question came out 
more venomous than I had intended. 


Anakin shook his head slowly. His eyes were downcast. I took a deep breath, trying to 
subdue my anger. He was telling the truth, there was nothing I could do to change that. As 
much as I hated it, he was as trapped as I was. I blinked in an attempt to clear away the fury. 
My face and throat still burned in disgust. Clutching the cloak around me, I stepped forward. 


“Why did you come, Ani?” His nickname slipped from my lips. His head rose almost 
instantly, as if my saying it forgave him for everything. 


“The station is on high alert. Intruders are attempting to release a prisoner. I wanted to be 
sure no-one came into this room.” 


I felt some relief that he was protecting me. I could only imagine what would happen if the 
Imperials aboard the station were to search the small apartment. Searching his blank eyes, I 
took another step forward. 

“Thank you, Anakin,” I said. I didn’t want to forgive him for just standing by while Tarkin 
devastated a planet, but I didn’t want to continue to criticize him if he truly had no choice. 


We stood facing each other. In the distance I could hear a faint alarm, and the room was 
filled with the shhh-woosh of Anakin’s respirator. I sat back down on the couch as a wave of 
frustration crashed over me. I pressed my palms to my eyes. All I wanted was to be back in 
our apartment on Coruscant with his arms around me. I wanted to stand on the balcony, 
watching the Galaxy rush around us. I wanted to hear him say he loved me, that he would do 
anything to protect the Republic. I could see it all, hear it all — the vibrant lights, the stars, 
his soft words, the bubbling fountain, and the rush of speeders. 


I looked up to his mask again. I wanted to see his kind blue eyes, untainted by the evils of 
the Galaxy. 


His breath skipped. My daydream slipped away. 

“Padmé, I must go.” 

“You said you needed to stay he—” 

He cut me off. I was confused now. He was rushing. 

“T need to. There is something important. Nearby, the Rebels.” 
“Rebels?” 


“The intruders,” he corrected, “They are nearby. The sector is mostly abandoned, which is 
why I chose this apartment for you.” 


“Anakin...” I said, concerned. I couldn’t believe there were rebels on the station, trying to 
escape. I shook my head. This was either my chance, or it would get me killed. I had to ask 
only one question before I made my decision. “Is Palpatine onboard?” 


“No. You will be safe.” 


He turned and I stood abruptly, following behind. 
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Spinning on his heel, he placed a hand on my shoulder. It was unexpected, sending shocks 
deep into my bones. 


“You can’t, Padmé.” 


I feigned a look of defeat and took a step backwards. He returned to the door and opened 
it, stepping into the corridor. I did not even give myself a chance to think twice before I 
pulled up my hood and slipped out the doors behind him. 
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16. Daughter, Son 


15 
Daughter, Son 


I followed Anakin as he rushed down the hallway. My hood was still up, hiding my face 
from the Imperials that passed us in the corridor. I couldn’t see much through the thick black 
fabric. What I could see to the front was blocked by Anakin’s towering onyx each passing 
second I grew more concerned. He hadn’t given me any information. I didn’t know where we 
were going, if he even knew. The way he had abruptly left made me believe it was on 
impulse. 


But what on this station could possibly be so important? 


Anakin took a sudden turn, his cape swirling outward. I struggled to keep up, yet stay far 
enough behind he wouldn’t notice. In the distance a klaxon began to blare. I hurried forward, 
remaining in his corridor was much larger. I caught glimpses of the hall ahead as Anakin 
stalked forward. Men were grouped throughout, standing at attention as he passed. Some 
avoided him completely, their gazes downcast and filled with fear. They all seemed to be 
wearing some sort of flight suits. We continued forward. By now, my lungs ached from trying 
to remain close to him. I took a deep breath, hoping to relieve the sensation. He took another 
sharp turn. I did the same. I looked as I turned, trying to see what lay ahead. Another narrow 
corridor, this one darker and deserted. At the end lay a set of blast doors — slants of metal 
across a wide mouthed doorway. 


As we reached it, Anakin opened them with one swift move of his hand. Then, he stopped. 
I didn’t realize at first and took another step forward, before freezing. His breaths were 
shallow now, matching mine. They echoed eerily in the small corridor. He stiffened. His 
breathing became deeper, more forceful. I took a step back. 


He knows,I thought for a brief second. I prepared myself for the inevitable anger. 
“Obi-Wan. ...I felt your presence,” he bellowed. 

I felt the color drain from my face. My feet froze in shock, my eyes widened. 
Obi-Wan? 

He’s here? 


Without thinking, I stepped from behind Anakin, dropping the robe’s thick hood. An old 
man stood before us, his Jedi robes tattered and frayed. Holes were burnt into his brown 
robes. His face was wrinkled and the youth I remembered was gone. Yet his eyes were the 
same stormy grey. 


I inhaled sharply. His eyes were on me now, surprise flitting across his features. 


“Padmé,” both Anakin and Obi-Wan said it together. Anakin’s voice was frustrated. Obi- 
Wan’s was simply incredulous. 
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We all stood unmoving. It seemed as though we were parsecs apart, rather than mere feet. I 
closed my eyes for a brief moment — not knowing what to do. 


“Padmé,” Obi-Wan called again, “Come. With me.” 


In that brief moment, my mind began to spin. My feet seemed to pull towards Obi-Wan, 
begging me to step towards him. My mind willed me to go with him, to leave Anakin behind. 


Come here, Padmé. You will be safer with me. 


My left foot inched forward. The only sign of movement was the rippling of my gown, the 
gentle rush of the hem against the ferrocrete floor. I shook my head. I didn’t want to go with 
him, not when Anakin needed me. Not when I could save him. 


No,I mouthed. 
Suddenly my vision changed. 


I was no longer in the corridor with Anakin. I was in a small room, a holoprojector in front 
of me. The walls were dull and grey. There were curved dividers on either side of me, the rest 
of the room separated into workspaces. My eyes fixated on a holo as it flickered to life. 


Three Jedi, two young, their hair in Padawan’s braids. They clutched green ’sabers. The 
third had wavy hair, shoulder length. A vibrant blue blade raised above his head. 


Anakin. 


I felt the cold of fear rush through me. I willed the vision to stop, to bring me back to 
where I had been standing before. 
Instead, the holo began to play. 


Anakin’s blade slashed down. Lightsabers up, the two Padawan tried frantically to protect 
themselves. One of them yelled, the sound indiscernible. 


They matched each parry and swing of Anakin’s blade with their own ‘sabers. 
Bile rose in my throat. I felt it tighten. 


It was then that Anakin’s blade sliced across, striking the first one in the chest. He 
stumbled backwards before collapsing to the ground, clutching the grievous wound. 


I tried to close my eyes, but I couldn’t. The vision was everywhere, emanating from the 
deepest parts of my mind. 


I tensed as the second Padawan fell victim to Anakin. He didn’t die at once, his wounds not 
grave enough. Instead of leaving him, Anakin drove his blade through the Padawan’s heart. 
The crackle of blood burning off the blade rang in my ears. 


How could he? How... could he? 
I felt sick. ...hatred. ...despondent. 
“No,” I tried to yell, hoping to wake from this vision. But I was not in control. 


The holo flickered to a man. His cloak covered his eyes, draping to the ground. He stood 
with hands clasped, a smile upon his pale, shadowed face. Anakin stepped back into the holo, 
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kneeling before him. His head bowed to the floor. 
The cloaked figure began to speak. 


“You have done well, my new apprentice...” 


The voice was familiar. My heart jumped in my chest. Palpatine. I felt rage begin to tingle 
at my fingertips. It snaked up my arms with each word he spoke. 


Palpatine’s hands rose, motioning for Anakin to rise. He obeyed. 
“Now, Lord Vader... Go and bring peace to the Empire.” 


My chest was tight now, I felt as if I couldn't breathe. I was suffocating under the weight of 
the vision. 


“No!” 


Anakin’s mechanized voice echoed in the small corridor. The vision collided with the 
world around me, the images still burned into my mind. I realized I had somehow stepped a 
few meters forward, towards Obi-Wan. I froze. 


“How dare you? Stay away from her.” Anakin roared, his voice booming through the hall. 
“T am only showing her the truth,” Obi-Wan replied. 


I stumbled backwards. My breaths became quick as I realized I was no longer trapped in 
the vision. My mind was starved for oxygen; my eyes blurred around the edges. The room 
spun. Every single sound boomed in my ears, every single light was brighter than a thousand 
suns. My body tingled with both anger and grief. I replayed the scene with the Padawans in 
my mind, hoping to find a way they had survived. Hoping desperately that none of it was 
true. 


I felt a single orb of water drip down onto my cheek. I couldn’t believe what I had seen. 
“Anakin,” I whispered, “What have you done?” 
I heard his breathing approach. His footsteps were suddenly silent. 


Then, the roar of a lightsaber igniting filled the corridor. I stepped backwards, toward the 
wall. I expected his lightsaber to swing down on me at any moment. Fear throbbed in my 
veins; sweat began to prickle on my forehead. 


Instead I saw the crimson blade in his hands as he lunged toward Obi-Wan. 


I heard another lightsaber ignite in response, the blue glow visible in my periphery. They 
crashed together, screeching as Anakin pressed into the attack. The recent images flickered 
through my mind. I felt my breath catch in my throat. Turmoil raged in my stomach, disgust 
sat in the back of my throat. I yelled out. 


“Anakin! No!” 


He stopped, his blade still ignited. Obi-Wan had his own ’saber, the gleaming metal visible 
beneath his weathered hands. I took a breath, thanking him silently. I focused on him now, 
stepping forward. They were near the end of the corridor — mere meters between them. Obi- 
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Wan was backed against the second doorway with no possible escape. The vision threatened 
to keep coming back, flashes of it darting in front of my eyes. 


I had stepped halfway behind Anakin when the door behind Obi-Wan began to slide open. 
I turned towards it, expecting a squadron of white clad Stormtroopers. 


Instead, there was a hangar. The sound of the door echoed through its spacious interior. It 
was made of the same grey walls, a large force field separating the interior from the vastness 
of space. Lights and ledges jutted from the walls. A single red light flashed throughout, 
bathing the walls in crimson every half a second. A rounded ship stood in the middle with 
triangular sections jutting from the front. On the side closest to me, there was a small cockpit. 


A group was running across to the boarding ramp. A young man skidded to a stop, his 
blonde hair ruffling as it settled. He was dressed in simple clothes, similar to those on 
Tatooine. His eyes widened. I let my eyes dart to the rest of the group as they raced for the 
boarding ramp. They turned as the door’s many layers creaked into place, finally opening 
entirely with a resonating bang. 


It was then I saw them. 


Threepio. 
Artoo. 
Breha. 


My heart dropped. I felt a block of ice form in my stomach. 
How were they here? 


Another man, his hair messy and brown, called to them. His blaster was out. Red plasma 
beams streaked across, aiming for him. He fired once, twice, before the sound of another door 
closing entered the rush of noise. Breha didn’t even cast a glance to me. Her eyes were too 
busy focusing on the barrage of fire that flew at them. She ducked as a blaster’s beam collided 
with the ship, just above her head. Sparks and smoke rained down. 


The one on the ramp called out. “C’mon, kid! We need to get out of here!” 


The blonde man backed towards the ship slowly. His eyes were focused beside me, on 
Obi-Wan. I could still hear the hum of lightsabers. 


“Ben!” he yelled. It was only then I noticed another woman beside him. Her glossy 
chestnut hair was styled in buns on either side of her head. An elegant floor length gown 
adorned her thin figure, a silver belt cinching it at the center. She turned to look at the scene 
just in front of me. It was then my eyes caught hers. Her face turned white and she froze. A 
cascade of blaster fire spouted from the left of the hangar, but I couldn’t see the source. 


“C’mon, you two! We don’t have time for this!” The other man fired off another few 
rounds. 


Something... was familiar about them. A warmth. I couldn’t place it. My mind still 
flickered back to Breha. I couldn’t believe that after all this time, she was still alive. I could 
not believe that Obi-Wan was alive. And then I heard her voice call out. 


“Luke, Leia! We must leave at once; Ben will take care of himself!” 
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Shock rippled through me. For a moment, I thought that I was going to collapse. I tried to 
call out, but anguish trapped the words in my throat. I took a deep breath, ignoring everything 
except their faces. I was trying to commit them to memory. They tried to turn. 


“Leia!” I called, instinctively. “Luke!” 


They paused again, turning back towards me. I could see Ben move beside me before 
hearing his voice call out. 


“You must go, both of you!” 


They obliged, hurrying towards the ship and dodging more blaster fire. I jolted forward, 
adrenaline flowing through every sinew in my body. I wouldn’t lose them again. 


I couldnt. 


I felt a firm grasp on my shoulder. Anakin.Near hysterical, I tried to break free from his 
grasp. 
They were alive. The twins werealive. All I needed was to be with them. 


Ben began to back away, stepping through the doorway. His lightsaber still raised, he used 
it to deflect plasma bullets as the soldiers in the hangar attempted to shoot him. Luke and Leia 
were onboard now. 


No. 


“Anakin!” I heard my voice call, though it sounded as if I were underwater. “Anakin, don’t 
let them escape!” 


The brown haired man looked to us, still firing towards the blasters. As soon as Ben was 
into the hangar, he fired at the door. It began to close. 


“Anakin!” I screamed, hoping he would release me, hoping he would use his ’saber to 
open the thick doors, to stop them from escaping. I felt my face burn. The sound of his 
respirator was imposing now. 


How could he hold me from them? How could he? 
I fought against his grip. He released me. 
It was too late. 


The ship’s ramp clicked shut. The sound echoed in my mind, the emotions swirling 
violently. He had let them escape. He had held me back. Icould hear the rumble of engines as 
the ship started. I ran forward, into the hangar. 


“Padmé,” I heard him call, “who were they?” 


My breath hitched. I couldn’t believe it. None of this could be real. I wanted to respond, 
but I didn’t have the words. My mind and body were paralyzed in both fear and confusion. 
Flames of anger burned at the edge of my thoughts. 


Their faces flashed before me, the images from earlier breaking in. I saw Anakin’s blade 
once again, blood red as he charged toward Obi-Wan. I felt another wave of nausea. My ears 
muffled and everything around me blurred. My body threatened to give out beneath me, my 
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heart beating unbelievably fast. My eyes felt heavy, the emotions and flashing visions 
overwhelming. The vision swam in front of my eyes, my heart beating faster than I imagined 
possible. I tried to breathe, to collect myself. But it seemed impossible. Everything I had seen 
was too much. I felt my hands clench, the nails digging into my palms. 


I tried to close the distance between myself and the ship, denying the shrieking of the 
engine as they broke through the force field and flew into space. 


In the distance I heard a blaster fire. I turned, seeing only a brief blue light before a 
shockwave hit me. Every nerve in my body burned. My muscles gave out instantaneously, 
and I collapsed to the floor as my knees buckled. My eyes went black. I barely heard 
Anakin’s footsteps as he approached. The vision crossed my mind again. I heard Obi-Wan’s 
voice, echoing in my ringing ears. 


“I have seen a security hologram of him....killing younglings.” 
The very words burned agonizingly in my heart. 
“Padmé!” I heard Anakin’s mechanized voice, though it seemed kilometers away. 


Sleep tugged at my body, my nerves still on fire. I couldn’t fight it. Every cell in my body 
was exhausted and sizzling with energy all at once. There was nothing I could do to control it. 
My body only wanted one thing and eventually, I would lose. Reluctantly, I let myself fall 
away. 
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17. Veracity 


16 
Veracity 


I awoke slowly, every inch of my body aching. The room was not the same one I had left. 
It was back on the other ship, away from the station. 


Turing my head to the side, I saw Anakin. He stood beside the wall and stared across to 
the other one. I wondered how long he had been standing there, staring blankly. Or if he had 
even left my side. I doubted it. 


The bed I lie in was in the corner, near a viewport. The décor was fairly elaborate. A stone 
and wood table set was at the end of the room, near where he stood. Two metallic chairs sat 
beside it. There were two other tables as well — one beside the bed and another at the foot. 
Both had some sort of flower upon it, one I hadn’t seen before. Its star shaped petals glistened 
in blue and gold. A closet was beside the bed. Another door — likely to the hallway — was to 
the far left corner. A few colorful art pieces hung on the walls, but it did nothing to detract 
from the dull grey metal. 


I swallowed and looked at him. “Anakin?” 
He turned his head towards me and folded his arms. 


I needed to know what was going on. The twins faces still flashed before me, my mind 
trying frantically to sort through everything that had happened. I needed to know that they 
were safe. Pulling away the thin, mauve covers, I sat on the edge of the bed. The room spun 
for a moment. Electricity still shot through my fingertips. 


“Padmé,” he started, “Who were they?” 


I cast my gaze downwards. I wanted to tell him, I wanted him to know the truth. I knew 
now the Empire was tracking them down. They were in danger. Only the truth could save 
them now. If Anakin truly cared, if there was any small glimmer of his old self, he would 
keep them safe. If not for himself, for me. 


“Are they alright?” 


He tilted his head to the side and nodded slowly, not giving any more of an answer. I 
opened my mouth to answer his question, silently asking him to forgive me. I looked back to 
him and rose from the bed. He towered above me. My heart fluttered with anxiety for a 
moment, his figure more than a little imposing in the current situation. 


“They’re...” I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. The words were thick and heavy. 
“Our children.” 


I looked into his mask, feeling the violent anger rush out from him. He did not speak. His 
harsh breathing roared in the quiet room. Fear clutched at me and I fought the urge to run. I 
knew I was in more danger than I could comprehend. My own breaths grew choppy. I could 
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only remember the last time I stood in front of his untamed rage, on Mustafar. His eyes 
screamed at me, though they were only voids. 


“Liar!” 


I reeled. His accusation was still fresh in my mind, emotions now pouring from the 
reopened wound. I could feel heat rush into my face. I shook my head, the same way I had 
that day. I could not control him. He was a monster now. I had lost him and Obi Wan’s words 
should have convinced me of that. Instead of mourning for him, I had attempted to save him. 
I had risked my own life to piece together the shreds of Anakin that surfaced; I hoped to 
restore him to the man I loved. 


But it was fruitless. I had been more naive than I cared to admit. And for once, his 
accusation rang true. I had lied to him. I backed away slowly, waiting for him to stalk 
forward. His anger was oppressive now. I could feel it pressing against my ribs and throat. 


I could only release a single word. 
“No,” I breathed, choking on the air around me. My eyes burned with the tears I was trying to 
hold back. 


A growl erupted from deep within his chest. The air grew heavier. 


I tried to step back, yet stumbled. I caught myself against a table, the cool marble against 

my skin causing me to shudder. A tear threatened to fall. I took my other hand to my face and 
I brushed it away before it could escape. 
I shook my head, frantically. The memories came back again, his rage on Tatooine, on 
Mustafar. The vision Obi-Wan had showed me. My throat burned with the effort it took to 
breathe. I knew his anger was no longer under his control, but that knowledge would not stop 
it. Only he could stop it. But he could not hear me. He would not hear me. 


I wove my hands into my hair, clutching my temples. 


“Please,” I mouthed. I did not know if he would listen, if he would realize what was 
happening around him. I closed my eyes. Tears ran down my face. I tried to reach out to him, 
though I knew it would be futile. 


All I could see was his face, illuminated by swirling magma. The pure rage in his once- 
cerulean eyes. 
His fist, reaching out for my throat. 
I remembered the words I had tried to speak, my windpipe threatening to collapse. How my 
tears mixed with the acrid smoke as I whispered hoarsely to him, begging him to stop. 


I shook my head and blinked it away. Another tear fell, staining the floor in front of me. I 
could not let him do this again. 


I inhaled suddenly, winning against his vicious wall of fury. The breath relieved my lungs; 
as if I had taken my first breath above deep, murky water. 


“Anakin!” I screamed. 


He recoiled in an instant. My voice echoed in the room for a moment. Adrenaline rushed 
through me, my hands shaking as they fell to my still-burning chest. I tried to stand, still 
trembling. I wanted nothing more than to run. To leave, to be away from him and his anger. 
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But I could not escape. I was surrounded by those who would see me as their enemy. I felt the 
blood drain from my face. 


I looked into his mask, searching for some sign of the Anakin I knew. I believed there was 
good in him, but I could not see it now. All I could see was the man who betrayed me. 
What if I was wrong? What if he truly is lost? 


Anguish tightened in my throat. “Anakin, they’re alive,” I managed. “I promise! They are 
alive!” 
I couldn’ be wrong, I knew him. 


In an instant, his demeanor changed. His hand reached for a chair in front of him, gripping 
it as he stumbled forward. I watched silently. I wasn’t entirely sure his rage had been 
extinguished. His shoulders relaxed and his head fell forward, as if he were begging for 
forgiveness. I opened my mouth tospeak, but hesitated. I didn’t know what was going through 
his mind. His booming voice startled me. 


“They’re alive?” Without warning his head lifted and he looked back to me. 
I nodded. The oppressiveness of the room began to fade even more quickly now. 


“Luke and Leia.” My voice was soft. I tried to give a small smile. It was far more difficult 
than I had imagined. His uncontrolled emotions both exhausted and frightened me. 
“No,” he said. It was only one word, but it was filled with utter despair. He fell to his knees 
unexpectedly. I lurched forward, as if to catch him. My tired body barely moved. Concern 
painted my features. 
“Anakin? What’s wrong?” 


“She... she...” his breaths were short, harsh. He was struggling and I didn’t know why. I 
wanted him to tell me. This was the most human I’d seen him. While it pained me to see him 
so vulnerable, I couldn’t ignore the small glimmer of hope it instilled in me. 


“Anakin,” I repeated. I stepped forward, gingerly. I had to close my eyes to steady myself 
in between each step. I hoped he wouldn’t hide behind his anger again. He truly didn’t 
understand how oppressive it was. Kneeling to the ground in front of him, I extended a hand 
towards his armored figure. 


He shook his head. “Leia,” he repeated her name as if he had never heard it before, ‘She is 
a member of the Rebellion.’ 
“Yes?” I nodded to him, wanting him to continue. 


“She was the prisoner. I —” He stopped again. My heart dropped. Part of me no longer 
wanted to know what he had done. Part of me could not bear to hear it. 
“Padmé,” he said my name weakly, though the vocoder made it as imposing as everything 
else he had said. I wanted to answer him, but the words caught in my throat. I smoothed my 
gown and tried to swallow the block of ice in my chest. I needed to know. 


“Anakin, tell me,” I implored. Closing my eyes, I braced myself for his words. 


“T’m... sorry.” The words were a whisper. Despite the mechanical voice they were full of 
distress. I reached out, tentatively. My hand rested on the thick leather covering his leg. 
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He raised a gloved fist suddenly. My body recoiled; worried I would be the target. Instead, 
he swung at a small table beside him. It shattered beneath his hand, wood and stone skidding 
across the floor. The flower fell to the ground. The glass vase shattered, petals scattered 
amongst the shards. I didn’t know what to say. I rose, stepping back until I reached the small 
table I had leaned on prior. He stood as well. I could see his hands were clenched into tight 
fists. His shoulders were forward, his head down. He was suffering. I could almost feel his 
pain. It radiated from him in violent waves, just as his anger had. 


“Ani,” I tried to soothe him the only way I knew how. 


“No!” He roared. Every muscle in my body tensed. “I am not Anakin. I am Darth Vader. 
Anakin does not exist anymore.” 


“Anakin, please,” I shook my head at him. This was agony; it was as if a thousand 
vibroblades were being thrust into my heart. ‘I know there’s still good in you somewhere, I 
know. Believe me.’ 

“Tf that was true, I would not have tortured our daughter!” The words came in a shout. He 
froze. 


The silence was heavy. But not as heavy as the realization of what he had done. I tried to 
think of something to say. Nothing came to me. All of a sudden, I wasn’t sure of anything 
anymore. I had believed there was good in him, but he denied it. 


He had tortured his own daughter. 


“Anakin.” My words shook. I saw her face again, her beautiful face with her brown hair 
that matched my own. And then, it was contorted into pain and hysteria. Beside her lay the 
bodies of the Padawans I had seen before. Their cauterized wounds glowed, their faces frozen 
in agony. I pressed my palm deeper into the table. I felt the stone scrape across my skin, but 
the pain was nothing compared to what I felt in my heart. 


“Vader,” he corrected. He was emotionless once again. 


I couldn’t do it. I wanted to tell him I forgave him, that I still believed in him. My eyes 
burned with tears I couldn’t fight. I leaned back into the table and gripped the edge with one 
hand. I took a gasping breath, the despair settling deep in my throat. I felt my eyes finally 
overflow. I watched him as he stood in front of me, motionless. I clutched the Japor snippet 
and closed my eyes. The wood was soothing beneath my fingertips. I remembered every 
groove. I recalled holding it on the nights he had been out in the Galaxy, bringing peace and 
saving lives. The pendant had calmed me as I worried about his fate. 


Something in my heart broke. Sorrow gripped my chest even more tightly. I couldn’t 
forgive him yet. There was only one way I could ever forgive him for any of this. He had to 
step towards the light again. There was no other way. He could not dwell on his past, on all 
his wrongs. He needed to move forward as if he was the Anakin I still saw in him. I didn’t 
know if even that could quell the waves of nausea and heartache that came with his 
confession. 


If he didn’t, Luke and Leia would still be in danger. Even if I went with them, even if I 
found them, I couldn’t guarantee Anakin wouldn’t turn on us. I couldn’t say that Palpatine 
wouldn’t discover everything. The galaxy would still suffer under Palpatine’s grip. 
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“T can forgive you,” I said. Each word was quiet, calculated. I was ignoring everything he 
had done, relying on blind faith alone. His head turned slowly, his eyes glinting in the soft 
light as he looked to me. The rest of my plea was begging. I did not want to lose him to the 
darkness again. “But only if you forgive yourself. Only if you let yourself see the light again. 
You don’t need to be a Jedi, nor a hero. You just need to be Anakin.” 


“Tam not Anakin,” he replied curtly. “I am Vader. I am a monster, Padmé.” 


He stood and looked at me for a moment, before turning abruptly and leaving through the 
door. I could hear his staggered breathing. I knew he was holding back tears, just as I was. I 
shoved myself forward off the table. He was already 10 strides ahead of me. His black figure 
stalked away. With each heartbeat, he was further away. 


“Anakin! Wait!” I called. He did not even hesitate, as though my voice was simply a 
whisper in a windstorm. He turned the corner towards the main hallway and disappeared. 


My feet dragged as I walked back to the bed and lie down. I pulled the covers around me. 
The chill of fear and anguish sunk deep into my bones. I felt as though I had failed. I only had 
one option left. If he wouldn’t forgive himself, I would have to teach him how. I would have 
to make him see the good I believed still shone deep within his soul. I could do nothing else. 
My words meant nothing to him. He only saw himself as Vader. It was as if he didn’t believe 
Anakin had ever existed. I just did not know how to show him he was far from the monster he 
claimed to be when I had no proof myself. He had done things that sickened me, things I 
should have just walked away from. Yet I couldn’t walk away. 


A voice within me argued that I could save the Galaxy with the Rebellion alone, that there 
had to be a way without Anakin. I didn’t need to redeem him. It questioned me. How could I? 
He had hurt me, he had hurt innocents, and he had hurt our daughter. A wave of rage rose up 
inside me as I was reminded of his actions. 


Before I could even answer that voice, I saw him on Tatooine. His blue eyes looked up to 
me, tears welled up in them. His face was contorted into grief. I bit my lip, trying to negate 
the pain I felt. In the blink of an eye, he was on his knees like he was moments prior. This 
time there was no armor, just those same blue eyes. It was the same guilt and grief, tainting 
the bright cerulean. Sharp pangs of sorrow flooded me. My heart ached. My very soul ached. 
Waves of guilt made my stomach turn. I couldn’t believe I had thought of leaving him. 


I could not abandon him. He needed me, and the Galaxy needed Anakin. They needed the 
Hero With No Fear, the kind soul who wanted to make the Galaxy a better place. There was 
no other way. 


I needed him. 


I only had my determination and my — arguably foolish — love for him. But love was 
love, and it only meant I was not going to give up on him. Not until my very last breath. I 
grasped the pendant again. It was my only choice. 


To save the Galaxy, I needed to save him. 
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18. Reflection 


17 
Reflection 


“Ben,” Luke ran up to him as he stepped off the ramp. Breha glided behind him. “Ben, was 
that the senator? How did she know who we were?” 


Leia stood in the corner, her fingertips pressed against her cheek in thought. Her eyes were 
empty and her expression was blank. 


Breha and Ben just looked to each other, betraying nothing. The Queen of Alderaan then 
reached out an arm to Leia, resting it on her shoulder. Luke watched them for a moment 
before directing his attention to Ben. 


“Ben, she’s the one from my vision.” He pointed to Leia. “They’re both from my vision. 
Tell me what’s going on!” 


“Luke,” Ben started, taking a few steps forward, “The Force is a very powerful thing. It 
shows us things that we cannot always understand.” 


“C’mon Ben, before you said I would understand in time. You told me that it would reveal 
itself.” 


“Tt is possible it was a dream. You have seen them both before. Perhaps you do not 
remember seeing the Senator, but you have seen her before.” 


“That’s it? You’re just going to tell me that this ‘vision’ I’m having was a dream after all?” 


Ben nodded, slowly. There was nothing else he could tell Luke. If he knew the truth too 
soon, before he was ready, then the consequences could be dire. He cast a quick glance to 
Breha. Her head was down. Leia still stood quietly. Her gaze was still lost in thought. The 
corridor was tense, fraught with emotion and secrets. 


“Those dreams, visions, they weren’t just something my brain made up. I don’t believe it. I 
wish you would just tell me how to understand.” Luke ran a hand through his hair before 
walking past Ben. He strode back to the common area, his boots snapping against the floor. It 
was as if even they felt his emotions. Ben followed him a ways behind, disappearing into the 
hallway. 


Leia waited until the two left before turning to Breha. 


“Mom,” she whispered, “I know her. When I saw her, it was like I had known her for 
years.” 


Talks with her mother were one of the only times she let her guard down. It was the only 
time she knew she didn’t need armor to protect herself. She focused on the woman’s face, 
trapped in her memory. She recounted her brown curls and warm eyes, the warm familiarity 
that her face had brought. It troubled her. 


129 


Clasping her hands around her mother’s, she sighed. 
“Ts there a reason we both know her? I’ve never met Luke before in my life.” 


“T wish I could tell you,” Breha replied. Leia could tell that she knew the answer, but was 
holding it back. Her expression was betraying some sort of guilt, hiding behind her regal 
expression. 


“But you can,” Leia’s eyes were begging now, “You can.” 


“Your father brought you to see her when we would visit the Senate. She was a close 
friend of ours. She also helped create the very foundations for the Rebellion. We thought you 
should know her, so when she was awoken, you would recognize her.” 


“T remember that. But that can’t be all. I never had the same feeling before. I never felt that 
warmth before.” 


Breha nodded once. “It is all. The warmth I cannot explain.” 
“What about Luke’s dream he mentioned? Surely we have to have some link.” 


“The Force is something I will never fully understand, Leia. Perhaps Obi-Wan can help 
you with those questions. He is a good man. A good Jedi —” 


Suddenly, the ship lurched. A spray of sparks rained down from above them, reminding 
Leia of Daruuvian champagne. 


Best ship in the galaxy, she scoffed to herself. Footsteps pounded on the durasteel floors. 
Breha and Leia turned towards the sound. Han ran into the corridor — his brow damp and his 
expression concerned. 


“We’ve got company.” 

Leia looked at him inquisitively. “What do you mean?” 

“Imperial ships. They followed us. We were still making the calculations for Yavin Four.” 
The corridor reverberated, the lights flickering a few times. 


“Luke!” Han yelled, before turning towards the common area and running in, “We’ve got 
to get to the turrets before we become space dust!” 


Leia looked to her mother. “I knew it was too good to be true. They wouldn’t just let us 
escape like that.” 


Breha shook her head. “I’m afraid you’re right.” 


Luke and Han bounded out from the common area just then, headed towards another 
passageway. 


“Your Highness,” Han called to Leia, “Help Chewbacca in the cockpit. We’re gonna need 
it.” 


The ship shook again. Leia inspected the ceiling, waiting for something to start crumbling. 
Han had tried to convince her that his “Millennium Falcon” was something unbelievable. It 
was unbelievable — the fact it was still in one piece. 
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“This way,” Breha motioned to the main corridor. Leia hurried behind, careful not to slip 
on her still damp gown. 


Chewbacca trilled at them urgently as Leia took the pilot’s chair. A TIE fighter swooped 
past the viewport, a blaze of green erupting from it. The Falcon shook again. An alert started 
flashing on the console. 


Han’s voice crackled through between the shrill beeps. “Luke and I are going to try and 
blast ’em.” 


Chewbacca trilled in response. Leia looked out the viewport, trying to see if any more 
were up front. “How many are there?” 


“Four,” he replied, “Chewie, don’t let them hit anything.” 


She nodded and glanced back to her mother. Obi-Wan now stood behind them, watching 
the field of endless stars that stretched ahead. 


Chewbacca let out a short bark. Leia turned back to the console. All Chewbacca had to do 
was keep them from hitting critical systems. With the agility of TIEs, though, it wouldn’t be 
easy. They were in for a rough ride. 


“You’ ll want to sit down,” Leia said, directing it at Obi-Wan. 


Luke threw himself into the cannon’s chair. The room was small; the chair just barely had 
enough room to swivel. The cannon’s long barrels obscured much of the circular viewport 
ahead of him. Luke held the firing grips tightly. His palms were starting to sweat already. He 
had shot blue milk bottles and womp rats back home with astounding accuracy, but these 
were real TIE fighters. He had read about them before, when the Academy had seemed like a 
dream. They were lightning fast, made of titanium... and they shot back. He took a breath and 
attempted to center himself, but his mind still wandered. Ben wasn’t telling him something. 
There was no denying he was keeping secrets. Somehow, he had to figure it out. When he had 
seen the Senator and she had called his name, he had felt like he had known her for his entire 
life. His heart had felt as though it would burst with happiness. Yet somehow, he didn’t 
remember who she was at all. 


The ship shook violently. Han yelled through the headset. 
“Pay attention kid, or we’re going to be back on that space station! Or worse!” 


Luke snapped from his thoughts and realized the TIEs were racing around the small 
viewport. He gripped the metal bars, the hard plastic triggers digging into his fingers. Ben’s 
voice came through, floating urgently in his mind. It was almost as if he were just beside him 
in the cramped room. 


Luke... Remember your training. Remember what I told you. 


He pondered the words for a brief moment. Frustration billowed up in his chest. There was 
no reason he should listen to anything Ben was telling him. He was not being honest and 
Luke knew it. There was no way that the dreams were memories. He had never been to any of 
those places. Never in his life had he seen the things he had seen in his visions. There were no 
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lush islands on Tatooine. There were no majestic temples. He had never seen the Senator, 
never seen the Princess. He knew nothing of them... yet he felt like he knew everything about 
them. It couldn’t be possible. 


His eyes traced the space ahead. It was empty, but he knew the Empire would not just 
leave them alone. He looked to the small aiming computer in front of him. Nothing showed. 
He felt the Falcon lurch beneath him and heard Chewbacca growl in the distance. Not taking 
his eyes off the space ahead, he clicked on the headset. 


It fizzled for a moment before going clear. He took one final glance at the targeting 
computer and seeing nothing, he asked where they were. 


“They fell behind for a moment, but they’re coming back,” Leia replied, her voice 
emotionless. Luke knew she was bound to be as confused as he was. Although, he only knew 
it because he could feel her frustration and confusion rippling through the Falcon. The stale 
air around him was filled with the volatile emotions. They swirled around him like sand-flies. 
He tried to focus on the task at hand, but it was becoming more difficult by the minute. Each 
beat of his heart sent another question spiraling through his mind. Frustration started to 
overtake him, but he knew if he gave in they would be in trouble. Reluctantly, he let Ben’s 
voice take over. 


There is no emotion, there is peace. 


He focussed on the words and felt the rest of the ship fall away. With another breath, the 
frustration that plagued him began to fade. 


Suddenly, a TIE fighter came roaring out from beneath the Falcon. A flare of anxiety shot 
through Luke’s chest, but he ignored it. He took a sharp breath and pressed the triggers. 
Vibrant blasts of red spewed from the ion cannon and headed straight for the Imperial fighter. 
To his surprise, the fighter was instantly destroyed, sending a burst of flame and debris 
outward. The cloud of flame dissipated quickly, smothered by the vacuum of space. It was 
over in half a second, but the exploding TIE was at the forefront of his mind. 


Han yelled again, this time in excitement. Luke grinned, although he still couldn’t believe 
that he had actually done it. 


“T did it! I got him!” 
Han’s voice crackled through in response. 
“Great shooting kid, but don’t get cocky. There’s still three more of them out there.” 


Luke placed his focus back on the star spotted blackness ahead. The ship lurched beneath 
him, before a violent tremor rolled through. 


Leia called to them both. “They hit one of the coolant tanks.” 


Han growled through the headset. Luke kept focussing ahead, hoping they wouldn’t have 
any more systems damaged. They needed to get back to Yavin and the sector would no doubt 
be crawling with Imperials after their escape. The targeting computer flashed red for a brief 
moment, but no TIE appeared in its sights. 


“Have Chewie divert power to the other two,” Han instructed, ire seeping from his words. 
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“He already has. If we want to survive this you both need to blast them out of the sky. 
Quickly.” 


“What do you think we’re doing, Your Highness?” 


“There are still three TIE fighters out there. You tell me.” Her words were sharp as knives. 
Luke winced slightly, despite them not being directed at him. 


Luke could hear Han’s heavy breath in the silence that followed. 


The ship shuddered again. The rippling groan was followed by Han whooping through the 
headset. 


“Did you get him?” Luke asked, excited. 


“You bet,” Han replied. Luke beamed, realizing there were only two left. Two more and 
they would be free to escape back to Yavin IV. 


His targeting computer beeped urgently, flashing red and yellow in quick succession. 
Letting his mind focus on the TIE, he watched the computer. In an instant, a fighter dropped 
down into his view and he fired. The cannon’s barrels spewed crimson bolts that headed 
straight for the ominous eye-shaped window. They cut through the transparisteel like a hot 
knife through bantha butter. Luke leaned back in the chair as it spiraled out of control before 
exploding. The sparks and debris rained into the viewport as the Falcon sped forward. 


“Nice, kid,” Han exclaimed, “You’re making me look bad.” 


Luke smirked. Just one more TIE. Part of him was now competing with Han. All he had to 
do was get the last one. Determination coursed through him, it melded with the Force’s 
energy. He felt as though he could take on the Empire’s entire fleet. 


“Try and keep up,” he taunted. The targeting computer beeped again, catching him off 
guard. Before he could react, another TIE — the final one — dove past the view screen. Luke 
jammed down the triggers. It was too late. The TIE had already escaped his range. He felt the 
ship shake again, this time followed by a klaxon. 


“They hit the other coolant tank!” Han exclaimed before muttering a string of curses. 
“But we still have one, right?” Luke replied. 


“That’s not going enough to get us out of here,” Han said. Luke could hear the grimace 
that was surely on Han’s face. 


“So what do we do now?” Luke asked. If they couldn’t escape the Empire, they were 
doomed. There had to be some other way that they could get away from them. He tried to 
think of something. He had fixed overheated landspeeder engines before, but this was 
completely different. He slammed his fist into his thigh. 


“Get rid of the last Imperial fighter,” Leia’s voice replied. Luke could feel her tension. He 
wondered if it was just as palpable to anyone else. 


Luke nodded to himself. That was the only option right now. 


He put his hands back on the firing grips. Now, his hands were even clammier than before. 
They couldn’t risk the TIE getting another shot at them. Another blast of green light could 
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mean their demise. 
“Chewbacca,” Han said, “do you see him?” 
Chewbacca growled in response. 
“Well if he’s on our tail, you’d better shake him.” 
Chewbacca growled again, this time in frustration. 


“IT know we only have one engine, but we still have one. If you can shake him, we’ll be 
able to get clear shot. Got it?” 


Chewbacca trilled. 


A wall of gravity suddenly shoved Luke to his seat. The hum of the engines — engine — 
had quieted. 


“What is he doing?” Luke exclaimed. Slowing down would just give the Imperial fighter a 
better shot than ever. The only thing worse than being a crippled target... was being an 
unmoving target. The TIE would have a clear shot at whatever vital systems he could get. 


“Calm down, kid. He’s doing what I told him to.” 
“How is sitting here waiting for him going to help us?” 
“Just wait. And keep your eyes open.” 


Luke sighed. He had absolutely no idea what Han was thinking, but he couldn’t see any 
way it would end well for them. 


Before he could take another breath, the Falcon lurched downward. It took a moment for 
the artificial gravity to kick in. It did in a split second. Luke’s stomach thumped back into 
place. He rubbed his ribs, fighting off a wave of nausea. Before his stomach even had a 
chance to settle, the Falcon jerked upwards. His head slammed into the headrest, the force of 
the sudden movement pressing him into the uncomfortable plastifoam. Luke clutched the 
triggers, bracing himself and inadvertently firing off a volley of crimson shots. 


“Look alive,” Han shouted, “he’s trying to follow us.” 


Luke looked out. The Falcon was flipping upside down. Finally, he understood. The TIEs 
were fast and agile, but they were piloted by sentients. They wouldn’t be able to predict the 
sudden movements. Luke’s targeting computer began to beep again. He leaned forward and 
focused on the readout. 


Luke. Remember your training. Focus, feel the energy of the pilot. Let that be your guide. 


Still trying to ignore the prickle of irritation that Ben’s voice brought, Luke focused 
intensely on feeling for the pilot. The swirling emotions both within and around him made it 
difficult. A bead of sweat ran down his forehead. 


The targeting computer beeped more urgently. Luke focused ahead. Deep within his mind, 
he imagined the TIE fighter and the pilot within. Now, he could feel the energy. A warm light 
surrounded by the emptiness of space. He could almost see it as it raced under the Falcon and 
erupted from beneath the viewport. The computer urged him to shoot, but something told him 
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to wait. He only waited a mere millisecond before feeling the energy align with the cannon. 
Instinctively, he jammed the triggers. Two bolts of energy raced towards the TIE. For a split 
second, it looked as though they would miss. Luke grit his teeth and disappointment began to 
clutch his stomach. But then, the second bolt sliced into the TIEs wing, shattering it into 
oblivion. The fighter spiraled out of control. Luke threw his hands up. 

He had done it. They had escaped. 


Han’s whoops of joy broke through. Luke heard Leia’s voice break in as well, 
congratulating him. He could feel the heavy atmosphere dissipate, happiness taking over the 
tension. He smiled and wiped the sweat from his brow, before letting himself fall back into 
the stiff chair. 


Luke stepped into the cockpit, a smile still stuck to his face. Han patted him on the 
shoulder. 


“Great shooting,” he smirked. 


Luke noticed that Leia’s brow was tensed in thought. He tried to feel what she felt, hoping 
to understand. Her eyes snapped up to him. Luke stopped. 
“So what are we going to do now?” Leia asked. She crossed her legs and looked at Han. 


“We can’t go into sublight for long, not with only one coolant tank. The engines will burn 
up in an instant. The furthest we can get is about five parsecs.” He paused to think. “If we’re 
lucky.” 


Breha tapped her fingers. “The Raioballo sector doesn’t only contain Dantooine. However, 
many of the planets are uninhabited. The Albarrio sector is nearby. Mygeeto is within five 
parsecs.” 


Han nodded. “That may just work.” He looked to Chewbacca. “Set the coordinates for 
Mygeeto, Chewie.” 


Chewie shook his head in agreement and began typing into the navicomputer. Breha stood 
and left the room, followed by Ben. 
Han stepped forward, towards the pilot’s chair. Leia rose and glanced to both Luke and Han. 
Luke could still tell something was wrong. He studied her face. She turned from him and 
looked to Han, who was now sitting and pointed to something on the navicomputer. 


“Be careful,” she said, “Something’s not right about this.” 
Han leaned back and looked at her. 
“What do you mean?” 


“We have the Death Star plans,” Leia replied matter of factly, “They should have sent 
more than four fighters.” 


“You have the plans to that thing?” Han asked, his eyebrows rising in surprise. 
Leia nodded. 


“They must have some plan.” 
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She paused. They all looked to her expectantly. Suddenly, her eyes widened. She spoke 
quietly, concern creasing her brow. 


“They must be tracking us. That’s the only explanation.” 
Han looked at Chewbacca. “I told him to scan the ship, before we took off.” 


“They wouldn’t let us escape, unless they had a reason to. We are going to lead them 
straight to the base on Yavin.” 


“That’s what they think,” Han replied, “We’re not going to Yavin. We’re taking a slight 
detour.” 


“But if they are tracking us, they’ll know we’re on Mygeeto.” 


“Once we land, Chewie and I will get rid of the scanner. By the time they get there, we’ll 
have the coolant tanks repaired and we’ ll be long gone.” 


“That’s taking awful risk, captain,” Leia retorted. 

“Tf you’ve got a better idea, Your Worshipfulness, I’m all ears,” Han said. 
Leia glowered at him. “Don’t call me that.” 

“Sorry, milady.” 


Luke watched as Leia’s eyes filled with fire, before she spun on her heel and left. Her face 
floated in front of his eyes. He still couldn’t shake the feeling that somehow, the dream was 
more important than Ben was making it out to be. Images from the dream flashed before his 
eyes, the vivid green light, the Senator’s face, the Princess’ face. It all seemed too 
coincidental. Annoyance rose in his chest again. 


Han interrupted him. 


“Hey, kid, do me a favor. See if you can plug that Artoo unit into the Falcon and run a 
diagnostic.” 


“Sure thing,” Luke nodded and headed into the hallway. 


As he rounded the corner, Leia was standing there. He smiled and was about to continue 
towards the common area, before she stepped in front of him. Luke stopped, brushing a hand 
through his sandy blond hair. Her brown eyes were tainted with concern. 


“Luke,” she started, “I need to speak to you.” 
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“What is it?” Luke asked, hoping Han didn’t need the diagnostic any time soon. He 
glanced back towards the cockpit. He could hear Han and Chewbacca talking, their voices 
bleeding into the hall. He could probably spare a minute or two. 


“What is this dream you’ve had?” 


Of course, Luke realized. The visions. He wondered if she had them too, something 
similar. Ben had said they were just dreams, but the Princess didn’t seem to agree with him 
either. He thought about how he was going to explain it to her, but it seemed ridiculous. How 
would he explain he had seen her on a balcony in a dream, on a planet he had never been to? 
What would Ben say to him about telling her? 


“T don’t...” he started, trying to word it so he wouldn’t sound crazy. 


“T heard what you said before, Luke. I felt the same way. I can’t explain that feeling. Obi- 
Wan can’t either, I just spoke with him.” The last sentence was peppered with annoyance, as 
though she did not trust him either. 


Luke shook his head. “I’m on an island, with lots of plants. There’s a lake, or an ocean 
around me. When I look up, there’s a balcony. There’s a shadowed figure, the Senator, and 
you. Then everything goes green.” 


“That’s everything?” 

“Yeah.” 

“You don’t know who the figure is?” 
Luke shook his head. 


Leia furrowed her brow and folded her arms. They obviously knew what the dream meant, 
or they would not have been so cryptic. She knew her mother well, which meant she knew 
when she was hiding anything. Being beside Luke, though, she couldn’t deny she felt... 
something. It was something faint, indescribable. It was almost as if they had been drawn 
together by fate, held together by some thin thread of destiny. 


Luke looked to the hall, trying to see if Breha or Ben were near. He hoped they were not 
still in the common area. If they were, he hoped they would not hear anything. He lowered his 
voice. 
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“T know they have the answer. I don’t understand how it could be something so terrible 
that they refuse to tell us the truth.” 


“I don’t understand either.” She frowned, uncertain if she should tell him what she felt. 


“What is it?” Luke was studying her expression. Footsteps echoed in the background. 
They both turned to look at the living quarter’s doorway, but nobody emerged. 


“T feel the same way about you as I did about the Senator. I feel like we’re connected. Like 
somehow, this is all related.” Her words were wistful, lost in thought. 


Luke looked shocked for a moment. “You do?” 


Leia nodded. A wave of frustration came over her and she dropped her hands. “I don’t 
know how we’re going to figure any of this out.” 


“Wait,” Luke said, “Maybe we can.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“I’m sure there’s something out there about the Senator. Some information, somewhere.” 


“T don’t know, Luke,” Leia replied, “I tried myself years ago, after my father took me to 
visit her. I don’t think it would help, anyway.” 


“Your father took you to see her? Where was she? Why wouldn’t it help?” 


“Coruscant. She was in hibernation. I felt the same way then.” She paused before 
answering his third question. “And I don’t think anything is going to tell us why we have a 
weird feeling.” 


Luke nodded slowly. He had hoped she had seen her awake. He wasn’t going to give up 
hope, either. To him, any information was potentially helpful. 


“Did your father tell you what happened to her?” 
“No, just that she was injured by someone she loved.” 
“Oh,” Luke replied, “Sounds kind of like what happened to my father.” 


Leia looked at him quizzically. She had assumed his father was alive, back wherever he 
had come from. He had cast his eyes to the floor and was kicking his foot along the metal 
grating. 

“T’m sorry,” Leia said. She hesitated before deciding to tell him about her own past. If 


anything, it might reassure him that he’s not alone. She stalled. “What happened?” 


“My father was a Jedi. Darth Vader betrayed him like the others. I’m not sure about my 
mother. My uncle told me she was hurt by what had happened and got very sick. I wish I 
could have known them both.” 


Leia nodded solemnly. She felt sympathy for him. It seemed he had a difficult time dealing 
with their loss, something she could not relate to. Although she sometimes imagined her real 
family, her parents had always done their best to give her a family. 
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“Luke, I didn’t know my real parents either. I was very young when they died. I stopped 
thinking about them. Bail and Breha never made me feel I lost my family.” 


He stopped his foot and peeled his eyes from the floor. 
“Tt looks like we have a lot in common.” 


Leia thought about it for a moment. Everything was all too coincidental. It seemed surreal 
how everything had fallen into place. Obi-Wan had told her minutes earlier how the Force can 
pull beings together and unite their destinies, but she hadn’t taken it so literally. His words 
had been cryptic and far from what she wished to hear. But perhaps he was right. Perhaps the 
universe had brought them together for a reason. She wasn’t one to rely on the Force, having 
no use for it, but she would not deny it had power she could not understand. She just hoped 
the reason would become evident soon. 


“T wonder how we’re going to rescue the Senator.” Luke leaned against the wall, his eyes 
now lost in thought. 


“T’m not sure,” Leia replied, “It didn’t look like she was much of a prisoner, Luke.” 
“Darth Vader, he held her back,” Luke insisted. 


“The Empire doesn’t let prisoners roam free. Not even the Republic would have let a 
prisoner live life outside a cell.” 


“Then what can we do? If she wasn’t a prisoner, she has to be part of the Empire now.” 


“T don’t know. My father told me she always fought for democracy and freedom; I don’t 
think she would join the Empire. Obi-Wan was there, he should know what happened.” 


He’s not going to tell me anything,Luke thought, despite his nodding back at Leia. He 
scrunched his mouth to the side, pondering the scene. She had called out to them both. She 
knew them both. Yet only Leia knew her. The solution felt as though it was right in front of 
him, but he could not place it. There was no logical explanantion... not that he could see. He 
grit his teeth. Somehow he had to have Ben explain. In the meantime, he was going to ask 
Ben about the Senator. 


Leia started to speak again. “I still don’t know how th—” 


“Kid, I thought I asked you to get the Artoo unit,” Han said, both Luke and Leia’s attention 
snapping to him, “We’re running on borrowed time. If anything else is damaged, we’re not 
gonna make it.” 


“Sorry,” Luke looked sheepishly at him, “I’ll get on it right now.” 
“My definition of right now, not yours,” Han replied. 


Luke walked off towards the common area, disappearing into the doorway. Han walked 
back into the cockpit, meeting Leia’s eyes for only a brief moment. She ignored him and 
followed behind Luke. If he was going to ask Obi-Wan about the Senator, then she was going 
to ask her mother the same. They both needed answers. 
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Artoo hummed happily as Luke set him up to perform the diagnostic. 
“Alright, now when you’re finished let me know. Han wants this done as fast as possible.” 


He sat on the hard metal floor, crossing his legs and unclipping the lightsaber from his 
belt. His fingers ran down the cool metal. He closed his eyes and imagined his father holding 
it again. This time he was right beside him, defending the Galaxy against the Empire. They 
were outside on a planet, buildings surrounding them. He swung his own blue blade as 
Stormtroopers fired upon them. They deflected blaster bolts in perfect synchronization. Luke 
glanced to him, beaming as he effortlessly dodged the red bolts. His father smiled back with 
pride, waves of dark blonde hair blowing in the wind. 


“Luke,” Ben’s voice interrupted his daydream. He was left with an empty feeling as he 
realized it was never going to happen. 


“Hey Ben.” He didn’t look up from the ’saber. Leia’s words ran through his mind, 
imploring him to ask Ben more questions. A part of him did not want to, though. He didn’t 
want to be disappointed any more. 


“T overheard your conversation with Leia.” Luke looked up as he took a seat on a bench 
across from him. If he had heard the conversation, he knew exactly what he was going to ask. 


“Tt doesn’t make sense, Ben. I don’t know why you won’t tell us what you know. How 
could she know our names if we never met her?” 


“T did not say you had never met her, Luke. I told you that you had seen her before, though 
you may not remember it.” 


“That’s impossible, Ben. Leia told me she was in hibernation, since she was little. She 
can’t know who we were.” 


“She was not in hibernation when she met you.” 


“That doesn’t explain how I met her.” Luke tossed the lightsaber to the ground, ignoring 
the clatter it made. “I’ve spent my whole life on Tatooine. Uncle Owen and Aunt Beru never 
left, either. They wouldn’t have anything to do with her.” 


“Your uncle did not tell you the truth about your father, Luke,” Ben said, “You cannot trust 
everything he has told you.” 


Luke swung his hands up partway, exasperated. They hit his legs again a moment later 
with a smack. “Why would he lie about the Senator?” 


“Tt is a piece of your past he most likely wished to avoid, just like your father.” 
Luke sighed. “I don’t understand why no-one can be honest with me about my past.” 


“Your past is more complex than you realize. Any links to Darth Vader — to the Jedi, 
would have made you a target. Senator Amidala was arguably one of the founding members 
of the Rebellion. She was close to your true father. Your uncle told you nothing of her, just as 
he told you your father was a transport pilot. It was to protect you. I understand your 
frustration, but he was doing his job by keeping you safe.” 
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“So what about my mother? And how did the Senator know Leia’s name if she was in 
hibernation?” 


“T knew your mother as well as I knew Senator Amidala,” Ben replied, “I could not pull 
her away from the darkness, as much as I tried. As for Leia, I am not entirely sure. Perhaps 
she had seen her before she was placed into hibernation. If not, I fear Darth Vader has a larger 
role in this than we thought,” he said thoughtfully, staring ahead into the opposite wall. 


“Why was the Senator with Darth Vader?” 


“T am not sure why he has spared her, years ago he would not have done so. I wonder if he 
had some ulterior motive, perhaps to draw us in.” 


“Wouldn’t she be in danger, then? Even though she was free?” 
“She is. She is far from free, Luke.” 

“Are we in danger?” 

“T believe you are.” 


Artoo beeped and wobbled side to side. Luke stood up, reattaching the ’saber to his pale 
woven belt. He was still confused by Ben’s statement. His mother had fallen to the darkness? 
Uncle Owen had told him something very different. But he no longer knew who he could 
trust. Ben’s words were just as cryptic as usual. It frustrated him. He did not want to solve a 
puzzle to hear the truth. He just wanted to understand everything that had happened to him. 
Even worse, how did Ben expect him to stay safe if he did not even know what he would 
have to face? 


“One minute,” he told Ben, walking towards the cockpit. He thought about everything 
again. More questions surfaced. It was as though the conversation had done nothing but open 
more doors. There was no way he would figure out everything now. He would have to tell 
Leia everything, once he was finished helping Han. 


He stood in the doorway of the cockpit and dusted off his hands. 
“Hey Han, Artoo’s done the diagnostic.” 


Han spun around in his chair. “Great,” he replied, standing, “Let’s see how badly the Imps 
got us.” 


Luke led the way back to the room. Ben still sat on the durasteel bench, his eyes closed in 
what appeared to be some sort of meditation. Artoo beeped excitedly as Han entered. 


“Droid’s pretty excited, huh?” Han remarked, “Where’s the protocol droid?” 
“Threepio?” 

“Unless you speak droid, you’re gonna need him.” 

Luke nodded. Ben stood. 


“T will retrieve him.” 


Ben appeared minutes later with Threepio. 
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“Threepio, we need to know what Artoo’s diagnostic showed.” 


“Certainly, Master Luke. I am of course very well versed in both vocabulary and many 
forms of communication. I am sure I can assist you. I am surprised we are still flying, to be 
quite honest. The Empire does not usually let anyone escape.” 


“Without the commentary,” Han said, cutting him off. He was leaning against the doorway. 


His joints whirred and his metal feet clacked against the floor as he walked towards Artoo. 
Artoo spurted out rapid trills and beeps to Threepio. 
“Oh, dear,” Threepio said, before Artoo continued. 


Threepio turned back as Artoo finished his discourse with a babble. 
“I’m afraid two of the engine coolant tanks have been disabled.” 


“We already knew that, Goldenrod,” Han replied, standing and walking closer. “What 
else?” 


“He said the stasis-field shield generator has also been compromised. It is only operating 
at 32% capacity.” 


“Wonderful,” Han said, scratching his head. “I hope we won’t be seeing the Empire again 
any time before we can replace that.” 


Artoo blurted out another string of trills. 


“Sir, he says he can divert some power from the remaining 32% to the other deflector 
shields, particularly the aft deflector shields. That would provide some protection if we were 
to flee.” 

“Let’s hope it won’t come to that. Keep an eye on the engine systems, I don’t want anything 
else to go wrong.” 


“Yes, sir,” Threepio replied, turning to Artoo. “Keep an eye on the systems, Artoo.” 
Artoo beeped at him vehemently. 

“Excuse me, Artoo. How was I to know you just heard him? You never listen to anyone.” 
Artoo shot back another trill. 

“How rude of you. I’m surprised you haven’t been melted down yet.” 


“Threepio,” Luke interrupted, stopping their argument. “We’ve got more important things 
to worry about.” 


Han looked around the room. “We should be on Mygeeto in the next 5 standard hours, if 
the engine coolant tank holds up.” 


“Thanks,” Luke replied. He hoped everything would go as smoothly as they anticipated. 
Though the ship wasn’t much, it had pulled through so far. They didn’t know if the Empire 
was going to be there, though. That was enough to make Luke uneasy. The entire ship felt 
uneasy, though he wasn’t sure if that was because of the tension in his own belly or because 
of everyone else on board. 
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He left the room as soon as Han did and went to find Leia. He needed to tell her what Ben 
had said. 


Leia was in one of the bunks, sitting on the edge of the bed. She set down a trinket on a 
small ledge beside the bed. 


“T spoke with Ben,” Luke said. 

“T spoke with my mother,” Leia replied. 

“What did she say?” 

“She told me I saw the Senator when I was very young.” 
“He told me the same thing.” 

“How did she know who you were, Luke?” 


“Ben told me she was close to my father. That we met sometime when I was very young, 
before she was in hibernation. He also said the Senator was still in danger, that Darth Vader 
might have been using her as bait.” 


“Tt all makes sense,” Leia sighed, sitting against the wall. She still felt as if something was 
wrong. When she had talked to her mother, no matter how many times she explained the story 
of Senator Amidala, she felt like something was off. It was a knack that had never betrayed 
her. She had always been able to tell whether someone was being truthful, just like she had 
been able to see their true emotions behind most facades. But she figured there must be a first 
time for everything. Their stories matched up and they hadn’t seen each other in years. 


“Yeah, I guess the vision is just a coincidence. Ben did say the Force could tell me weird 
things.” 


“You should get some rest, Luke. You look like you haven’t slept in days.” 


“T guess you’re right,” he replied. He was disappointed and he could tell Leia was feeling 
similarly. Her composure had changed entirely. Her expression was more puzzled than 
anything. He couldn’t help but think there was yet another missing piece to his past, 
something that truly explained how they both knew of the Senator. His father seemed to be 
the answer, but who exactly was he? A great Jedi with no name, no story, only an end. His 
mother was the same mystery. She was within the darkness, but that told him nothing. She 
could be addicted to spice or she could be something even more evil. Knowing Ben, she 
could just be on some dark planet. He sighed and turned from the room, heading to his bunk. 


He wanted to know about his family. He wanted to know about the ties he felt to Leia, to 
the Senator. He wanted the answers Ben would not give him. 


Somehow, he would figure it out. 
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20. Reparations 


19 
Reparations 


I settled myself into the stiff couch. The comm sat in front of me. A red light blinked, as if 
it anticipated my touch. I had been talking myself into this for hours now. I had no plan if it 
failed. With a slender hand I reached to the pre-programmed switches, calling the bridge. 
Anakin had told me prior it was safe, that was why he had the meeting. He trusted that none 
of the crew would betray him. It wasn’t because they wanted to keep his trust, though. It was 
his because of his reputation. I remembered the prior meeting with the crew and shook my 
head. 


“Yes, milady?” 

. The formality caught me off guard. I clicked to reply. 
“Is An—” I stopped myself. “Is Vader on board?” 

“He is, in his personal chambers,” the voice replied. 


“T have a message for him, but he did not give me a way to contact him,” I lied, “Could 
you send someone to accompany me to him? It’s sensitive.” 


The comm clicked on in reply, but there was nothing but silence at first. “Of course, I’ll 
send someone at once.” 


I exhaled. Anakin was going to hate my doing this, but it’s what I had to do. Gripping my 
hands together I stood and walked towards the viewport. The view was still of the vast 
hangar. We were still aboard the superweapon. I wondered if the men below knew what had 
happened. I picked out the miniscule figures, asking myself if they realized what this station 
and what their leaders had done. I told myself that if any of them knew, they would have lost 
faith in the Empire. I tried to reassure myself that the men below had a heart. 


There was a knock on the door. “Milady?” 


I stepped quickly to the console, opening the door. A man a few inches taller than me 
stood behind the door. He bowed his head almost instinctively. 


“T’m here to escort you to his quarters,” he motioned out towards the hallway. 
I nodded. “Thank you.” 


I stepped into the corridor. It was eerily quiet. There was no one else besides myself and 
the officer. The lights were few and far between, the small rectangles providing a sterile glow. 
I paused, waiting for the officer to lead the way. A pit of ice was slowly forming in my 
stomach. The other emotions amalgamated into one knot in my throat. It had only been hours 
since he had stormed from the room. The shards of glass still lay on the bedroom floor, the 
wilting flower beside them. The emotions were just as fresh in my mind. Everything could 
have happened just moments ago, the I would not have known the difference. The officer took 
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a few steps past me, before pausing and giving me a brief smile. He looked vaguely 
uncomfortable. I hoped it was not due to the fact he would have to face Anakin. 


“This way,” he said, glancing down the hall, “Lord Vader usually does not entertain 
disruptions, but I suppose you are the exception.” 


I nodded and followed behind him in silence. I only wondered what Anakin had done to 
instill such fear in his crew. We stayed on a straight path, the hallway seeming to last forever. 
A set of double-doors became visible as we approached the end of the hall. 


The officer stopped in front of a small door control panel, inputting a code and using one 
of the silver cylinders beside his rank bar to open the door. It slid open. A chill shot down my 
spine. For a moment, my feet felt like permacrete. The officer replaced the cylinder and 
walked in the doors. I shadowed him, focussing on my footsteps. The room was drab and 
dark, not even a viewport on the slate grey walls. A screen hung on the wall to our right as we 
entered, besides that, the room was barren. I stopped as the officer did before a large black 
chamber in the centre of the room. As if it sensed our arrival, it began to open. It hissed, 
streams of air escaping rapidly from the bottom. The officer quickly straightened as Anakin’s 
figure became visible within the chamber. 


His helmet lowered as the pod opened further, I could see his scarred skin. I inhaled 
sharply and closed my eyes. I did not want to think of Mustafar, I had relived it enough. I 
distracted myself with a blinking green light within the chamber. It flashed slowly. Once, 
twice, then a pause. Again and again. 


“Captain Piett,” Anakin’s voice boomed in the small room. I felt my face pale. I could not 
believe the way his figure and voice disturbed me. The words hung in the air, imposing to 
both of us. I could see the officer swallow. “You may leave.” 


The officer — Piett — bowed to him quickly. “Yes, my lord.” 
He gave a respectful nod to me before swiftly exiting. 
Anakin sat in the pod, the white interior clashing with his onyx armour. I stepped forward. 


“You shouldn’t have come here,” he said. At first I heard it as a threat, but I realized it 
wasn’t. It was just him protecting me... or avoiding his past. 


“T need to speak with you, Anakin.” My voice was not as strong as I had willed it. I tried to 
imagine myself before the Senate, I wanted to have that power again. This was no longer up 
to him, not with our children on the other side of this conflict. He only had one path — the 
light. He would not take the path of darkness any longer. 


“T’m not Anakin,” he repeated, turning his head so his eyes no longer met mine. 


“You are. Some part of you is. I know that much, Anakin,” I said. I tried to ignore the 
sadness that clutched at my heart. I hated that I had to argue with him over this, when I still 
did not believe it was completely true. I did not want to lie to him about something so 
enormous. 


“J—”, he stopped himself, exhaling heavily and disrupting the rhythm of his respirator. He 
was going to correct me again, I knew. He changed the subject. “Why are you here?” 


“The twins,” I replied. I waited for his reaction. 
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“What about them?” He was quiet now, solemn. His mask turned back to me. I clasped my 
hands together at my waist. 


“We need to find them.” 


“We will,” he said. The answer surprised me. I tilted my head ever so slightly, wondering 
what he meant. 


“Anakin, just hours ago you were claiming you were a monster,” I started. I was confused 
now, his change in emotions was so very sudden. “Now you're telling me you’re finding our 
children?” 


He tilted his head towards the ground. 


“Tarkin’s plan worked for your cause, as well as his own,” he replied, “They have a 
tracking device aboard their ship.” 


Relief flooded through me. I embraced it. Finally, there was tangible hope. They knew 
where the children were. I would get to see them again, Anakin would find them. 


“That’s wonderful,” I breathed. I could not believe it. 


But a realization stopped me in my tracks. Tarkin knew where they were as well, which 
meant Palpatine must have known they had the tracking beacon placed. If that was true, they 
were in more danger than before. They could not be safe if Palpatine and his loyal men knew 
where they were. Cold fear raced through my veins. I felt faint, the room started spinning 
again. 


“Padmé,” Anakin called, “Their ship was damaged, they will not make it far out of the 
system. They are currently on the edge of Raioballo, headed towards the Albarrio sector. 
Likely Mygeeto.” 


That was close, too close. If the spacestation had a hyperdrive, then it would be able to be 
there in hours. My heart skipped. I placed a hand to it, trying to relieve the building pressure 
in my chest. I did not know how Anakin intended to get past Tarkin. He was far from 
incompetent and after seeing what he did to Dantooine, I worried what he would do to a 
planet harbouring important Rebel members. 


“Anakin, you know as well as I do Tarkin won’t let them live.” 


“On the contrary. He’s agreed for my personal fleet to follow them to Mygeeto. The Death 
Star will not be in system for at least 2 standard days, and the base will almost certainly be on 
a different planet. Destroying Mygeeto is not in his interests.” 


The Death Star?It took me a moment to realize that this superweapon had a name. One 
that most certainly explained its purpose well. The thought sickened me. My stomach flip- 
flopped with the conflicting words. I felt reassured Anakin would be leading the attempt to 
find them, even more reassured by the fact I would be on board as well. I let myself imagine 
their faces again, trying to place them on Naboo with me, in the Lake Country. It seemed 
surreal after all that had happened. I took a deep breath in an attempt to calm my racing heart. 


“T will keep them safe this time. I promise,” Anakin said. I nodded. His words were more 
powerful than he could realize. I realized he had spoken with Tarkin for myself and them. 
Somewhere in there, despite his anger and damaged soul, I was right. Anakin was there. He 
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would not admit it, he would not believe it, but his actions were proving otherwise. His past 
was his past and it was as dark as a moonless night, but perhaps dawn was breaking on the 
horizon. It was only a glimmer of light, but it was enough. I let my hands fall from my waist 
in relief. I felt the brief sting of tears and I closed my eyes. I thought of Breha and Obi-Wan. I 
hoped they would let the children be with me, despite Anakin. I tried to ignore the turmoil the 
memories brought. I said a silent plea to them. I knew it was wishful thinking, but I hoped 
they would hear it and understand that I needed my children safe with me. After all I had lost, 
I needed them. 


“Won’t they leave once they know we’re there?” I asked. If they were to see a fleet of Star 
Destroyers, they’d change course in an instant. 


“We will be leaving in the next standard hour and we will be staying behind them at all 
costs. They will not see our ships.” 


“Thank you,” I said, quietly. We stood in silence for a moment, nothing left to say. I turned 
towards the doors and stepped out. 


I hoped this would last, that I was not being foolish by trusting in him just hours after he 
had admitted to harming our daughter. I blinked away the thought. I would approach his 
travesties once I had my children safe. Once I knew he was taking solid steps towards 
Anakin. 


The officer was still waiting outside, staring down the hallway. He turned to me as crossed 
the threshold into the hall. I remembered the way back, but I appreciated his help. 


“Would you like assistance again, milady?” he asked. 


“Yes, thank you,” I nodded to him and he started back down the corridor. I took in another 
breath and followed him again. 


The door buzzed a mere 5 standard hours after we left. I had spent some time watching the 
HoloNews, trying to absorb as much as I could. The changes to the Galaxy shocked me. In 
the last 20 years, everything had shifted. I barely recognized Coruscant, crimson banners 
bearing the Imperial insignia hung from most buildings. An enormous palace towered over 
much of the main city. The newscaster called the city Imperial Centre, forgetting the title it 
once had. I had to shake my head. Palpatine had removed every trace possible of the old 
Republic. 


Bothered by the propaganda and news reports, I had shut it off. It left me alone with my 
thoughts, but that was far better than seeing the Galaxy under Palpatine’s fist. I wanted to 
hear nothing more of his so-called achievements, which were simply products of his betrayal. 
I could not believe I had considered him a friend. I could not believe he had used Anakin as 
such a pawn, nor how badly he had treated him. If there was anyone in the Galaxy I hated, it 
was Palpatine. His name even seemed to bring my blood to a boil. What he had done to 
myself, to the Galaxy... it was inexcusable. I hoped to see him fall from the throne as liberty 
was reborn. If Anakin and our children were together, we were bound to have the power to 
restore the Galaxy. 
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I stood, realizing the door had buzzed again. I stepped over and opened it. Anakin stood in 
the hall. Surprised by his towering figure, it took a moment for me to form words. 


“What is it?” I asked. I realized how harsh the question seemed and caught myself. 
“What’s going on?” 


“We’ve received word of their location. They’re within the Mygeeto system.” 


“Are you sure?” Everything suddenly felt wrong. I couldn’t tell why. They were doing 
exactly what Anakin had predicted, but I felt as though it was too good to be true. I worried 
something would go against the plan. 


He nodded in response. “I have to be on the bridge,” he said, stopping abruptly. I had 
turned halfway back into the room when he started speaking again. 


“T would like for you to come with me.” 


I turned back. I looked up into his mask. For a moment, just a moment, I thought I heard 
his voice without the respirator. My hands brushed against my gown. 


“T suppose...” I said, hesitant to agree. He was volatile and had proven that. I did not want 
to be around when his anger took over. It was unrealistic to expect him to transform so 
instantaneously. I knew he could not avoid it forever, as hard as he tried. Even if he wouldn’t 
hurt me, I wasn’t sure I could see him fall again. 


“Tt is this way,” he pointed back towards the corridor I had followed earlier. If he had 
sensed my hesitation, he was ignoring it. I took a breath and started walking down the hall. 
The only sounds were his boots and my gown shushing against the floor in an unnerving 
concentus. 


As we passed his quarters, there was another turn. The next corridor was short, but looked 
the same as every other hallway. Two hoverlifts were at the end of the hall. We stepped 
inside. It was only a floor to the bridge. My head swam with thoughts. I had too many things 
to ask him, not only about the Empire, but about his plan to find the children. Yet something 
in my heart stopped me from speaking. A part of me longed for the past. I wished I could look 
into his eyes and know him again. We were 20 years apart, yet for me it felt like days. I still 
could not comprehend the ways he had changed. I simply looked ahead into the hoverlift’s 
grey doors. 


The doors opened to a much busier corridor. Those who noticed Anakin either hurried by 
or stood taller. I avoided thinking about the effect he so visibly had on them, instead directing 
my attention to him as he started to the right. Once again his towering frame blocked the steps 
ahead from my view. I imagined they were the same grey as every other room aboard. 


Anakin stopped after a few minutes in front of another double door. It slid open as if it 
knew he approached. He waited for me to enter first. I hesitated, though I had already 
followed him the entire way. The same feeling of doubt began to crawl into my throat. 


The entire bridge looked up as we entered. The bridge was immense. Triangles of 
transparisteel spanned most of the front wall. A platform large enough to hold 30 men 
stretched in front of it, two trenches of crew in front of that. I glanced to the sides. Viewports 
were even to the side, with consoles in front of them. I had been aboard capital ships before 
— but none nearly as colossal. I looked back to the centre. Two men stood at attention. Their 
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figures were indiscernible except for their height. The taller one dismissed the other, who 
stepped off to the side. 


Anakin proceeded forward. I followed behind once again, trying to avoid the eyes of the 
crew. I still did not trust them completely. They had sworn loyalty to Palpatine, despite the 
fact they were serving under Anakin. I was not sure he could control them all as he thought he 
could. 


As we approached the man I recognized him as the Admiral Ozzel. I studied him while I 
walked closer. He had seemed quite the aristocrat, but loyal enough. He certainly carried 
himself with dignity and honour. 


“My lord,” he bowed to Anakin, before turning to me, and nodding. “My lady.” 


I ignored his lack of bow and gazed out into the space surrounding us. It was empty, save 
for the glittering stars. 


“Admiral, move the fleet to lightspeed. I want to be on Mygeeto within the hour.” 
“Yes, Lord Vader.” He stepped towards three men and dispensed further orders. 


Within minutes, the bridge began to hum. They were certainly efficient. Moments 
afterwards the stars stretched into columns of light and the ship lurched gently. The ship’s 
viewport filled with the swirling amethysts and zaffres of lightspeed. 


The ship lurched again as it moved from lightspeed, the view transforming back to 
pinprick stars and a large, greyish planet. The surface was spotted with light and dark 
crevices. The atmosphere swirled with clouds of violet. 


Mygeeto. I looked to Anakin. The children were on the planet. We were a shuttle away 
from them. Ozzel stepped away from a console and up to Anakin. 


“They landed approximately 37 standard minutes ago. They haven’t been seen leaving the 
planet.” 


“Good,” Anakin said, “Prepare my shuttle immediately and send a detachment to the 
surface to locate them. Weapons set to stun. I expect them all alive. If they should attempt 
escape, the fleet shall disable them and capture them. Under no circumstances is anyone to 
use lethal force. Do you understand?” 


Anakin raised a fist with the last sentence, his voice reverberating throughout the entire 
bridge. Ozzel blinked, fear briefly skittering across his face. 


“Yes, Lord Vader.” 


I shot a glance at Anakin. I appreciated his efforts, but his use of fear was not acceptable. I 
held back a sigh. He looked to me for a moment before dropping his fist to his side. I pursed 
my lips and fought a stray wave of anxiety. I could not afford to worry about him. I needed to 
find Luke and Leia. They were most important. 


He began to walk towards the hallway soundlessly. I hurried to catch up with his enormous 
strides. As we returned to the corridor and I walked besides him, he began to speak. 
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“The detachment will find them. I think it is best if... you approach them.” 


I heard the brief hesitation in his words, as if he were hurt by the notion they would not 
respond well to his presence. I remembered Leia, what he had done. I realized how difficult 
this would be. If he had hurt her that badly, I wasn’t sure I could convince her to come with 
us. If Obi-Wan or Breha had told them anything, that would even lessen our chances. I did not 
know how I would even approach the twins if they were there. I knew nothing of Luke, nor 
the other man. I could not make any predictions or plans. I would be going in alone, with 
nothing but their names. I swallowed as we entered the hoverlift again. 


“What about Breha and Obi-Wan?” 


“T don’t expect them to let you take the children.I will remain close by in case they attempt 
an escape or attempt to harm you.” 


I nodded. This would not be easy. It would not be without pain. I closed my eyes and 
hoped again that Obi-Wan would not try to stop me. I hoped he would understand that this is 
what the Galaxy needed, what Ineeded. I hoped my children would come to me safely. I just 
wished for my family, for the Galaxy to be restored. For some small piece of the future 
Palpatine had taken from us. 
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21. Mygeeto 


The man approached him, eyes ablaze with green fire. A glint of light caught Luke’s eye. 
The man held a lightsaber, hidden beneath his cloak’s sleeve and barely visible in the room’s 
dim light. Luke’s breath hitched in his chest. He didn’t have any way to escape. Walls 
surrounded him, cold and hard. He pressed his hand to them, futilely trying to force them 
away. He frantically looked for some way to escape the man in front of him. The room’s 
entrance was metres away. The walls were narrow, trapping him in the corner. There was 
nothing he could do. 


This room was going to be his tomb. 


There was no way to avoid the man who stalked towards him, no way to avoid his 
impending strikes. He looked up, the enormous ceilings stretching far above his head. The 
arched windows behind him were just as tall, letting in the moonlight. It was only light he had 
to see what approached. It was the only light that cut through the darkness. He looked out the 
windows, trying to see if he could break through safely. But a glittering city stretched below, 
far out of reach. 


He gasped as the man ignited his ’saber. It blazed red. The crimson light tainted everything 
in the room. It was as though blood stained everything around him. He closed his eyes and 
prepared for the final blow. Searing pain shot through his abdomen as the lightsaber’s blade 
impaled him. He screamed, but the sound wasn’t his own. It was the voice of a small child. 


He clutched his stomach and lie on the floor, his body cast in the blood-red glow. The face 
of the one who killed him was hidden behind a black hood, the face shrouded in shadow. Only 
a single eye looked at him, a glimpse of raw, scarred skin surrounding the glowing yellow 
iris. 

He sputtered one word, his voice still filled with youth. “Why?” 


Luke awoke with a start, sweat pouring down his face. Relief filled him as he realized he 
was still alive. He tried to blink away the images that had bombarded him. His mind stuck on 
the view of the room, realizing with a shock that it was the one from his previous dream. He 
buried his face in his hands. He had never seen that temple before in his life other than his 
dreams. Yet it haunted him. Each time he saw it, it brought new horrors. He threw back the 
covers in frustration and sat on the side of the bed. His heart was still pounding with 
adrenaline; the pain in his stomach was just as real as in the dream. Taking one hand, he tried 
to rub his ribs to relieve the stabbing sensation. 


He stood and looked at the small chrono built into the wall. It had very nearly been 5 
standard hours, but he felt as though he hadn’t slept for a moment. He rubbed his eyes and 
grabbed his tunic, fastening it before he stepped out the door. The entire time his mind was 
trying to sort through the dream. He had felt like himself, but his voice was that of a child. It 
didn’t make any sense. The hallway outside the bunks was empty. He walked towards the 
common area, hoping to find Ben there. It was vacant just the same. 
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He stopped in the middle of the room and debated taking a seat on the couch. Instead, he 
opted to head to the cockpit. There he’d have something to at least see, even if it was just the 
speeding stars outside. He meandered down the corridor, trying to draw his mind to the little 
details instead of the dream he just had. He traced every ridge in the corridor with his eyes. 
One of the lights had burnt out, as well, something he would have to tell Han. 


He ambled down the final corridor to the cockpit, still gazing about at the walls. To his 
surprise, Han was alone, fiddling with some small mechanical object. Luke took a seat behind 
him without saying anything. There was mostly empty space ahead, but rays of sun 
illuminated a small, mauve planet to the left. 


Han looked up, studying him. “You look like you’ve been fighting a pack of rancors.” 


Luke shook his head, smiling slightly and moved a sweat laden lock from his forehead. 
“Just another dream.” 


“You have a lot of those, kid.” 

“Yeah. How much longer?” 

“We're almost to Mygeeto, don’t worry. We entered the system about an hour ago.” 
“The ship still holding up?” 


“You bet. She’s got a lot more in her than most people realize. Don’t judge a ship by her 
paint job, kid. It could get you in a lot of trouble.” 


Luke gave Han a look of disbelief before smirking. 
“Only from you, Han,” he replied, “Anyone else wouldn’t be any trouble.” 


He looked back to his hands and picked at a callus, one of many spawned from the years 
on the moisture farm. Something wasn’t right. The usual nausea that came with his 
nightmares wasn’t passing. He felt... cold. Distant. It was as though he wasn’t really in the 
room. 


Suddenly the room began to spin. Green streaked in front of his eyes. The image of Darth 
Vader took shape in the hallway just beside him. He stood up in shock, gripping his ’saber 
before stumbling to the ground as his legs gave out. His lightsaber clattered to the floor. He 
didn’t dare take his eyes off the image in front of him. 


“You are mine, Skywalker,” Darth Vader boomed, raising a hand towards Luke. 


Behind Vader stood Leia, her eyes filled with fright. Luke froze. Fear bled into his heart, 
icy as it pulsed throughout his body. There was no way Vader could be on board. But he was. 
Leia was right behind him, and he could see how frightened he was. He tried to push himself 
off the ground, reaching for the ’saber. Blackness crept into the comers of his vision. 


“Luke!” Leia called, runing forward and bursting through the illusion of the Dark Lord. 
Han had already sat him up from the floor. His head felt heavy, like he couldn’t hold it up 
himself. He could feel it wobbling as Leia looked at him worriedly. She knelt in front of him. 
Han was trying to get him to speak, but whenever he opened his mouth, no words came. 
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Slowly the feeling began to subside. His head hurt. Everything hurt. He felt dizzy, as 
though he’d spent all day working under the binary suns. 


“T’m okay,” he finally managed, sitting up on his own. Han and Leia both looked at him 
suspiciously. 


“You don’t look okay,” Leia said. She was standing back up now, “We should get you to 
the medbay.” 


Luke pushed himself up from the floor, drawing on the Force to steady himself. He didn’t 
want to waste anyone’s time. It was just another vision. That was it. For some reason the 
Force wanted to tell him something else. Evidently, it was important enough that it couldn’t 
wait until he was asleep again. He sighed. 


“Tt was just a vision,” he said, throwing himself into the chair, “I’m fine.” 


“Another one? You going for a record?” Han said. He leaned against the pilots chair, “You 
said you just had one.” 


Luke shook his head. “I don’t know. But I’m fine.” 


Leia exhaled and crossed her arms, looking him up and down. She seemed unconvinced. 
She was no longer wearing the white dress; instead she had changed into a light blue traveling 
gown with a thin cobalt cloak. Her hair was braided simply. 


“How long until we arrive?” she asked, not wanting to push Luke. 

“Could be about 40 standard minutes... or longer,” Han replied. 

“Or longer?” Leia raised an eyebrow. 

“Tf they don’t give us too much trouble with the landing.” 

“Do the Mygeetans have something against visitors? Some sort of reputation?” 


“Not exactly,” Han replied, spinning the chair back to the console and adjusting a blinking 
red switch, “I haven’t been here in a few standard years... so there shouldn’t be any problem. 
But you never know.” 


“Do you have a reputation?” Leia asked, leaning against the doorway. 


Han shrugged and didn’t answer. Instead, he focussed on the readout in front of him. Leia 
walked over and leaned forward. 


“You'd better not get us into any more trouble,” she said. Han grabbed both the armrests 
and spun around. Leia jumped back, her cloak catching on the chair for a moment. 


“Just who got you out of the mess before, your highness?” He asked sardonically, “If you 
don’t trust me, you’re more than welcome to take an escape pod and find someone you do 
trust.” 


Leia sighed. 


“This is more important than you know,” she replied. She was quiet now. Her icy 
expression had thawed. 
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“My life’s on the line too,” Han said, “That’s pretty important to me. I’d rather not end up 
in Imperial prison for the rest of my days.” 


“Han,” Luke interrupted, pointing out towards the once empty space. 


The shimmering mauve surface of Mygeeto was filling nearly the entire viewport now, but 
that’s not what he was focussed on. A ship was there, its massive frame floating in between 
them and the planet. It was oddly shaped, a hexagonal bow and wings that arced over top. A 
tail fin had some sort of star like insignia in deep green, though Luke had never seen the 
symbol before. It was accompanied by a couple of starfighters. It didn’t look Imperial, but 
Luke was still nervous. It didn’t have to be the Empire — they had many allies. 


“Black Sun,” Han said, his complexion now a little paler. 


“Some idea this was,” Leia replied. Her eyes were affixed to the enormous ship as it 
continued to float towards them. 


“Hang on; it looks like they’re leaving.” Han looked to the console and then back up. The 
starfighters were heading towards the ship’s enormous hangar. He adjusted the altitude then 
looked back up towards the ship. Hopefully, they would miss it. The last thing they needed 
was to be involved with a crime syndicate. Especially the Black Sun. Han grit his teeth as he 
realized they were too close to the ship to escape unseen, unless he reversed the Falcon. With 
the engines in the state they were in, that had the potential to be a very bad idea. 


“They'd better be,” Leia said. Her eyes were icy again, staring daggers at the ship as it 
continued to float forwards. 


“What’s the Black Sun?” Luke asked, standing behind the pilot’s chair and trying to get a 
good look at the scene beyond the viewport. 


“A crime syndicate,” Leia answered while Han attentively adjusted the controls, “Not a 
friendly one.” 


She couldn’t help but wonder what they were doing all the way in Albarrio. They were 
supposed to be headquartered in the Core planets. She had never heard of them being out so 
far. 


“What does Mygeeto have for them?” She asked, still staring unflinchingly at the ship. 


“If I had to guess? Lots of valuable crystal, already mined and packed for shipment,” Han 
replied, pressing a button that pinged softly. “It wasn’t packed for them, but they don’t care.” 


The ship sped above them, the starfighters disappearing from the viewport with it. Leia 
and Han both sighed in relief, almost simultaneously. 


The comm beeped twice, then three more times. 


“What are you doing?” Leia asked, realizing the entire time he had been sending 
transmissions to someone. The last thing they needed was to be discovered, and whomever he 
was talking to had the potential to be unfriendly. 


“Getting us to safety,” Han replied simply, “If we have permission to land, we can get to 
the surface. If not...” 
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...the engines are toast,he thought with a frown. 


“Everyone quiet,” he said, clicking it on before Luke or Leia had a chance to say anything. 
“Captain Lendix of the Y1300 Distant Light, here.” 


Leia looked at Luke, slightly incredulous that Han was about to lie his way out of this. 
“Lendix, you are entering restricted airspace.” 

“Affirmative, we have permission to land on Mygeeto.” 

“For what reason? Transmit your codes.” 


Han dug around in a small sachet and pulled out a thin piece of plasteel, metal dotting the 
surface. He checked the number scratched into the surface before inserting it into a slot on the 
console. A small beep, paired with a yellow light, came from the slot. Though the others in 
the room couldn’t see it, he was starting to sweat. If they ran the codes through the right 
database, they wouldn’t survive another two minutes. 


“Transmitting now. This is a civilian transport, taking passengers to Jygat,” he replied, 
leaning back in the chair and crossing one leg over the other. 


“These codes aren’t recognized.” 


Han sat forward and clicked the comm on. Leia and Luke glanced at each other nervously. 
“What do you mean? I just used them on Dantooine hours ago.” 


“Retransmit them, but slow your ship’s descent. You are not to enter the atmosphere until 
your codes are cleared,” the customs officer said, sounding hesitant. 


Han resent the codes. The chip popped out once they had been submitted and he grabbed 
it, studying the worn metallic surface before tossing it back into the bag. He turned slightly 
and motioned to Leia to come forward. She closed the distance quietly and sat beside him in 
the co-pilot’s chair. 


“T may need to tell them who you are,” Han said, ignoring her look of disbelief. 


“What?” Leia hissed. There was no way. The Empire was looking everywhere for them, 
and had a tracking beacon on their ship. Telling them who she was would just put them in an 
even worse situation. 


“Look, if they think a Senator is aboard the ship — and in some sort of distress, they won’t 
stop us from landing.” 


“But Black Sun is here, on this planet.” 
“That may be a good thing for us.” 


“Not if they know who I am,” Leia shot back, “They would take us all prisoner. You’re 
good at telling stories, make something up.” 


“T already tried that. The story is solid. The codes are an alias. But that isn’t going to work 
because they know I’m not approved.” 


“This was a mistake.” 
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“Tf Black Sun is here, we keep a low profile. The Empire won’t be able to get on planet 
without a fight. It works out in our favour.” 


“They aren’t any match for the Empire, Han. You of all people should know that.” 
“Who said they needed to be? All we need is to buy some time, and—” 
The comm interrupted him. He clicked it on and the customs officer patched through. 


“Captain Lendix, it appears there was a mistake in our system. You are not approved, but 
you may land for the time being. A party will be escorting you.” 


“Thank you,” he replied, shutting off the comm and directing the Falcon towards the hazy 
atmosphere. 


“What are you going to do now?” Leia asked, concerned that they were now landing 
without any proof as to who they were. Or even the proper codes to be on the surface. 


“Hold onto that plan,” he said, shrugging, “We might need it.” 


“T’ve got a bad feeling about this,” Leia said, watching as the planet drew ever closer. The 
clouds churned above the mauve surface. The atmosphere in the cockpit matched the 
churning surface. “You’d better know what you’re doing.” 


“Of course I do,” Han said. 


Luke sat forward, trying to puzzle through the situation. There wasn’t much to think about, 
though. Han had already said the engines would fry soon — the last tank was almost out of 
coolant. The crime syndicate he had never heard of before, but from what he could tell they 
weren’t something to mess with. 


“What if they don’t let us leave?” He asked, knowing the question was on everyone’s 
minds. 


“T don’t know. We don’t have a choice, kid,” Han said. The engine coolant levels were just 
shy of critical. His hand snuck to his holstered blaster, as if he needed to check it was there. 


Luke shook his head and leaned back. He was still woozy from the two dreams. Something 
deep in his gut was telling him he should have stayed on Tatooine and never should have 
listened to Ben. For all he knew, Ben hadn’t been telling him the truth since the beginning. 
Now, his aunt and uncle were dead, and he was being thrust onto a planet with a crime 
syndicate, all because of the droids. If anything happened, the Empire would no doubt find 
them and capture them. Or worse. He shuddered at the thought of being in an Imperial 
prison... alone. 


“Luke,” Leia called, sounding as if she’d called him multiple times, “Are you sure you’re 
alright?” 


He nodded and untwisted his woven belt. He didn’t think any of them were alright. Leia’s 
eyes were tinged with worry and he could feel the anxiety rolling off of her. She hid it very 
well, in fact, she looked almost tranquil. 


“T’m fine,” he said with a small smile, hoping it would help calm her. 
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Han turned around in the chair and wiped the thin sheen of sweat from his forehead. He 
looked past Leia, into the hall. The corridor was empty. Chewbacca must have still been 
resting. Han was going to need his help, though. He wished he had the chance to rest as well. 
Fatigue was weighing him down, though he tried to hide it. Slyly rubbing his sleep filled 
eyes, he checked the hall again. 


“Could you get Chewbacca?” He asked Luke, “We’re going to need him here.” 


Luke nodded and stood up, wobbling slightly. It made him feel bad for the kid, forced 
from his home and thrust into the madness of the Galaxy. All with some strange power that 
only two people in the entire universe understood. He looked to Leia as Luke slipped out into 
the corridor. His boots barely made a sound as he disappeared around the bend. 


“T should go talk to my mother and Obi-Wan,” Leia said, her deep brown eyes still gazing 
out at the approaching Mygeeto. The pale surface reflected in her eyes with the dancing lights 
of the console, dazzling. Being on board with her for this long, as much as he was acting like 
she wasn’t his type, he couldn’t deny she was growing on him. She brought an extraordinary 
warmness into the room with her, even now. Han shook his head slightly. It had been just over 
5 hours. Just 5 standard hours. Evidently all the years of flying isolated with Chewie had 
started to get to him. That, or the spice. 


“No?” Leia asked. 


“No, no,” Han replied, suddenly interested in his Corellian bloodstriped pants. “You 
should.” 


She left without another word. Han leaned back in the chair again, staring at the chance 
cube he left dangling from the ceiling. He watched as it swayed with the sudden gravity of the 
atmosphere. It was supposed to bring luck, but it certainly wasn’t doing its job. Of course, 
they were still alive. They had escaped the Empire’s grasp already, something nobody ever 
did. The Falcon may have been crippled — he cringed slightly at the thought of his precious 
ship being so damaged — but they were in one piece. He counted the sides of red and blue as 
he pondered everything. Maybe it was bringing them just a little luck after all. They would 
certainly find out soon. 


The Falcon jerked as it broke through the final layers of the atmosphere. Tufts of thick ash 
rushed past the viewscreen, sticking momentarily before the speed of the ship brushed them 
away. The planet ahead was rocky, violet mountains shimmering in the sunlight. Spires of 
silver jut out from the surface, rings surrounding them. At their bases were platforms that 
stretched into walkways, connecting every tower to each other. Lights dotted the catwalks and 
illuminated the sand-fly sized people. Far below the catwalks were enormous sinkholes, 
swallowing the ash and light from above. 


Two small shuttles aligned with the YT-1300. Chewie grumbled and Han shot him a 
glance. 


“No, we’re not shooting them down. They’re the escorts.” 


Chewbacca growled, this time pointing to something on the console. 


157 


“IT know they are heavily armed and we’ve got no shields. The goal is to not need the 
shields. If you calm down, that shouldn’t be a problem.” 


The Wookiee shook his head and barked once. Han tried to avoid saying anything else. He 
knew it would be something less than cordial and heightening tensions was not going to be a 
good idea. Chewbacca was certainly the best co-pilot he could have asked for, but in 
situations like this it wasn’t uncommon for things to get heated. 


“Did they say where we were going?” Luke asked. He had been back in his chair since 
retrieving Chewie. Han groaned internally. This wasn’t the time for questions. One false 
move and they could end up dusted. 


“No,” Han said, gently guiding the Falcon into a straight flight path. The escorts were still 
beside them. The console blinked with a warning, detecting their shields and heavy cannons. 
He tried to flick it off, but as soon as he readjusted the flight path even slightly, the red 
blinking restarted. “I’m just following their lead.” 


“Are you sure they’re friendly?” 


“We're still in one piece, kid.” For now, he thought, silently hoping that the criminal 
presence wasn’t nearly as high as expected. “If you want to keep asking questions, sign up to 
announce Quizzo.” 


Luke turned his attention to the viewscreen. The clicking of boots wafted into the room. 
He whirled around in the chair, jerking to a stop as it reached its limits. The sound of steps 
was followed by Leia. She entered wordlessly and stood in the same place she had been 
earlier, focusing ahead. Her hand tapped a silent rhythm on her thigh. Luke could feel the 
nervous energy, dissipating into the room with each tap along the dress’ blue fabric. 


He hadn’t even seen Ben or Breha, but he had heard the hushed tones of conversation a 
few minutes earlier on his way to get Chewbacca. Considering Leia wasn’t anywhere in sight 
then, he figured she must have been with them. He regretted not pressing his ear to the thin 
durasteel walls now. Her emotions were much stronger now. He could pick them out easily, 
almost feeling them brush against his own skin. It was as if everything she felt were alive in 
the cockpit with them. Closing his eyes for a moment, he tried to see if he could find the 
source of it all. He could feel her energy, a bright glow, brighter than anyone else. His silent 
inquiry failed, though. He could feel nothing but the mess of emotion and the warmth of the 
energy around him. 


Leia cast a curious glance down at him. Luke smiled slightly and turned back to the 
viewscreen. The clumps of ash had collected in grey splotches across the glass, obscuring at 
least half of it. He craned his neck to see out past it, towards the city below. Something caught 
his eye. A fissure below the catwalks, the grey stone striped with violet and cerulean. 


Luke scanned the area around it, seeing a large spaceport just nearby. They were close. 
The spaceport was unusual — six platforms in a star-like pattern, jutting out from the domed 
building. Each one had green lights, beckoning to the pilot. The comm beeped. Han let the 
message through quickly, his hands busy with the other controls. 


“Lendix, prepare for landing,” the voice instructed, “The platform is 2 klicks southwest.” 
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“Here we go,” Leia said quietly, as Han began to direct the Falcon towards one of the grey 
platforms. 
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22. Son 


21 
Reunited 


I closed my eyes as the shuttle broke through the atmosphere. My hands. gripped against 
the seat edges, buzzed as the faint whine of the engines grew into a roar. I exhaled and tried to 
convince myself that the imminent meeting would not be a complete failure. About 20 
minutes from the surface I had realized the harsh truth — that I knew absolutely nothing 
about the twins. I didn’t know Breha or Obi-Wan any longer, either. Though I was much the 
same, they were not. It worried me. I had relied most of my life on facts. In the Senate, I had 
always known my opponents, what I would face. I inhaled sharply. Right now, I was headed 
to the surface of a planet I did not know, to face the children I did not know. The thought 
weighed heavily in my mind. No matter how much I wanted them to come to me, no matter 
how much I wanted them to be safe, I couldn’t control the outcome. 


I opened my eyes and pried my hands from the cold plasteel seat. They still buzzed, the 
skin taking a moment to forget the sensation. It eventually faded into a whisper and I flexed 
my fingers to chase the remnants away. I cast a cautious glance out of the small viewport to 
the front. The two pilots’ heads obscured the lower half of the view. The shuttle had rooms to 
either side of me, but for the mere hour it would have taken to get to the surface, I did not 
want to waste my time settling into some cold, militaristic room. I also wanted to see the 
light. For years I had seen nothing, and for days I had only seen the darkness of space. 


Anakin, on the other hand, had disappeared within minutes. Part of me appreciated it. I 
was still dealing with the war of emotion that came with his presence. 


I stared out as the pale violet clouds rushed past us. Before, they had obscured the entire 
surface. Much of our trip had been through the thick layers, without a glimpse of the ground. 
Now they had thinned to a hazy fog and I could see the skyline below. The dark grey 
buildings glittered faintly in the weak sunlight. Most of them stretched towards the sky, discs 
of steel layered onto the spires like some exotic dessert. Platforms criss-crossed between the 
buildings, allowing citizens to pass over the deep crevices and steep rock around them. 
Smaller, rounded buildings of the same dark grey were set in the middle of the platforms. I 
traced every crevice I could see with my eyes, following the veins of silver and violet. They 
shimmered the same as the buildings around them. 


The shuttle jerked beneath us. I leaned back in the seat, planting my feet firmly onto the 
floor. The sprawling city below was growing ever closer and my anxiety was rising. I still 
tried to debate with my emotions. I had been using every tactic I could to fight them away. 
The last thing I needed was to go into this with anything but a level-head. For all I had been 
through, there was no way I would be able to think rationally if I let my emotions win. Yet 
every second, they threatened the barriers I was building up. Every worry and every fear 
turned into an enormous wave, looming over the walls. I clasped my hands in my lap and 
inspected my pale skin. It was strangely translucent, far paler than I remembered. I glanced 
up at the lights in the cabin, then back to my hands, wondering if it was just an illusion 
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created by the glaring white bulbs. I lifted a finger and traced the veins, pausing at my wrist 
to feel my pulse. It throbbed beneath my fingertip, quickening as my mind began to wander 
again. 


The soft scraping of metal against metal pulled my attention away. Anakin stood in the 
doorway, looking across the room. His ventilator mimicked my pulse, rhythmic and regular. I 
let my hand fall away and lowered my eyes. A brown curl slipped out of my simply styled 
hair and fell in front of my face. I pulled it back, my gaze still downcast. Anakin’s armoured 
legs stepped across my vision, disappearing as he walked towards the cockpit. I looked up 
again. His figure stood towering over the two pilots. The light from the viewport filtered 
around him, almost as if his dark armour were glowing. I pressed my lips together. This all 
felt surreal. Part of me still thought if I closed my eyes and counted down, that I would be 
back on the veranda of 500 Republica, with his dazzling smile and infectious laugh rolling 
through the open air. I slipped into the daydream, the roaring engines of the shuttle became 
the rushing traffic just beyond the balcony. Anakin’s breathing became soft and natural, as 
though he were standing beside me. I could almost feel the cool breeze, brushing against my 
skin. The vision was broken by the sound of Anakin’s mechanical voice echoing through the 
cockpit, asking the pilots for a status update. I sighed at the bittersweet memory. He turned, 
his helmet catching the light ever so briefly. My eyes darted away. 


I caught a glimpse of the planet outside. Specks of dust and ash clung to the viewscreen. 
Beyond that, the buildings and jagged terrain were now enormous. We swooped overhead a 
platform. What had once appeared to be a small settlement was bustling with people and life. 
Relieved that it was not as desolate as I expected, I let my body relax as much as possible. I 
sunk into the stiff chair. 


“Padmé,” Anakin said, his voice much softer than I had anticipated, “We will be arriving 
in minutes.” 


I nodded and smiled slightly at him. I wanted to say something, just a mere word of 
acknowledgement, but I wasn’t sure that I could manage it. My silence was a floodgate, 
holding back everything I wanted to say. He turned back to the viewscreen with arms crossed. 
I watched as we descended further into the city, buildings zooming past. We approached one 
of the domed buildings, the metal coruscating with the violet of the sky. I counted the seconds 
silently as it grew, slowly taking over the viewport until it was all I could see. The shuttle 
began to slow and the engines whirred as the stabilisers switched on. The sound snapped me 
awake, as if I had been dazed the entire trip. It hit me all at once. My family was here. My 
children, my dreams, and my chance to save Anakin. I clutched my hands together. My 
family was here, and I was going to find them. 


The shuttle droned and shook gently as we descended into a small alcove. The sunlight 
faded into faint rays, shining into the darkened hangar around us. I took a deep breath of the 
stale, recycled air as the sky finally disappeared. I was standing before the shuttle had even 
landed. 


We were greeted by two officers soon after we landed. They had introduced themselves 
briefly to me, but I hadn’t worried about their names. I only cared where my children were. 
They had tracked them to one of the main buildings, a plaza within one of the towering spires. 
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As we had departed, two Stormtroopers followed closely behind us. I tried to ignore their 
presence. I hoped we wouldn’t need them, but I knew Anakin wouldn’t let me walk through 
the streets without every extra precaution. I strode down the hall beside him, my dark violet 
gown flowing behind me. It was slim, simple, but elegant. I had chosen it before I realized 
that we would be approaching the twins. Rather, that I would be. I wished I had worn 
something less morose. Every little detail was now catching my attention. I couldn’t bear to 
have anything out of place. In my fretful state, any imperfection ran the risk of destroying 
everything. 


The catwalk came to an end up ahead. I could feel the cool air as it snuck into the opening 
and surrounded us. I inhaled. It was bitter, filled with the products of mines and factories, but 
welcome. My lungs hungered for the fresh breeze, having spent years without it. I let the 
breaths roll through me and focussed on the path ahead. The rays of sun were now tinged 
with orange and blushes of red, dusting the pale walkway that stretched before us. The oddly 
shaped building grew more imposing with every step we took closer. I could make out details 
now; windows glowed with silvers and blues, shadows crossed in front of them. Occasionally, 
I could see one linger for a moment before vanishing. The circular plaza around it was barren, 
only spindly lamps rose from the etched ground. The entire plaza was surrounded by a 
rounded fence. It was hardly enough to keep someone from tumbling into the deep fissures 
below. 


A few Stormtroopers had already taken positions ahead. They milled about, straightening 
momentarily as we passed. I tried to feel the cold air filling my lungs, hoping that someone 
the frigidness would slow my throbbing heart or dull the red-hot tingling of my nerves. It only 
grew with each step closer. I fought back flashes of the past. My walls were crumbling now. 
A Stormtrooper paced the path ahead. His helmeted eyes met mine for a mere moment — but 
they were far from the onyx I expected. Clear, sparkling blue looked back at me. The same 
eyes I had seen in the hangar of the Death Star. Luke’s. I blinked, and his face flashed before 
me. His sandy blonde hair, his youthful expression, his glittering eyes. It faded just as quickly 
as it had appeared. I tore my gaze away and stared ahead again. I could feel my core 
trembling with every breath. Each shadow I could see became one of the twins, or Breha, or 
even Obi-Wan. I swallowed and tried to avoid the ghosts my mind conjured up. I could 
almost hear their voices in the wind — Breha’s calm soprano, Obi-Wan’s warm lilt. Their 
words were harsh. They accused me of putting the twins in danger, of bringing them harm by 
siding with Anakin. I shook my head and increased my pace. Nausea creeped into my gut. I 
didn’t want to hear them. I wanted to see my children. I wanted my family to be safe, with 
me. That was all. My friends, I could not worry about them. I could only do what I thought 
was right. Another gust of wind ruffled through my hair. The cool air helped soothe my 
stomach but chilled me to the bone. 


I realized we were only a few metres from the spire’s entrance. It was much larger than I 
could have fathomed. The durasteel archway was laced with cyan crystal accents, leading 
directly to a long hall. At the end a white, blue-tinged staircase was visible. I narrowed my 
eyes, trying to see what it led to. I could see only blackness. 


Anakin stopped just a metre short of the entryway. I turned to him, but my eyes refused to 
stay still. I let them wander about. My hands gripped at the violet fabric cascading to the 
ground. 
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An officer broke free from a nearby group and stepped up to us. He didn’t bother to give 
any introduction; instead, he bowed his head to us both. His white uniform shirt was painted 
with the colours of the sunset. 


“My lord,” he checked a datapad quickly, “They are in the main plaza, conversing.” 


“Thank you, Agent,” Anakin replied. He waved him off. I curled my toes, ignoring the 
pain it caused. They were here. I was still nervous, worried that somehow, there was a 
mistake. 


“T will be in shortly, close behind,” Anakin said, taking a moment to look towards the hall 
ahead. “You must go ahead. I will be sure you are safe. My forces will prevent their escape, 
soon after you are inside.” 


I nodded curtly. I didn’t like the idea that he would rather protect me than our children. I 
didn’t like the idea that they would even try to harm me. They hadn’t even given me a chance, 
though. Obi-Wan may have thought he had, but he knew I was a woman of words. I did not 
act without thought. Anakin stretched an arm out towards the hall. I walked forward, my pace 
urgent. I didn’t want to waste another second. 


My footsteps clicked in the hall, the only noise besides the roaring wind outside. As I drew 
closer to the stairwell, a mix of violets and blues shone onto me. Tiny flickers of light 
reflected off the walls and stairs. It was as if the lights themselves were crystal. The light 
grew brighter with each step I took. My heart beat faster by the second. I restarted my silent 
plea to Obi-Wan and Breha. It was shrill now, a scream that only I could hear. 


My feet stopped at the bottom of the staircase. I looked up, into the room ahead. Balconies 
and windows filled the immense walls. Through the windows I could see the deep hues of 
dusk, stars beginning to shine through the wisps of clouds. Lights, shining in violet and 
cerulean, cascaded down the walls on every level. Three crystal chandeliers hung from the 
centre of the ceiling. The two smaller ones shone with the same violet and blue, sending 
shards of multicoloured light across the enormous room. The largest chandelier glittered with 
white light, casting rainbows that danced on the walls. I snapped my attention to the plaza. It 
was deserted, except for a small depressed alcove in the centre. Stone sculptures dotted the 
grey floors. A steam fountain was at the very centre, mist rising and floating through the air. 
Four people sat at the edge. They were cast in indigo light. The mist hovered around them. I 
took three steps forward, tears beginning to well in my eyes. Everything I had tried to control 
broke free as soon as I saw them — the anger, the fear, the sadness, the joy. Their heads 
turned to me, though I hadn’t even made a sound. I could just barely see their faces, but my 
mind filled in the details quickly. Leia, with her features much like my own, and Luke, with 
his striking blue eyes. Obi-Wan and Breha sat beside them. 


I froze. 
They stood. 


Obi-Wan, his white hair glistening with indigo light, leaned towards them. I could see their 
heads glance around the room, searching it. I began to shake. Breha pointed to one of the 
doorways, across from me. I could see the concern in her features as she grasped Leia’s arm 
and nodded to Obi-Wan. She could not feel my anguish, I knew there was no way she had 
heard my plea. If either of them had, they would not be looking for an escape. They would be 
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bringing my children to me, where they belong. Everything started to move in slow motion. I 
saw Breha take a step towards the doorway. Fury billowed up in my chest. It burned, a raging 
fire that grew with every heartbeat. I clenched my fists and took a step forward. 


“No!” The yell ripped from my throat before I could stop it. They all turned to me. For a 
moment, we just stared at each other. I started walking forward again. I could feel my dress 
flutter around my feet as I stalked closer. 


“You’re not leaving, not with them,” I said, my voice threatening to break. I inhaled, the 
heavy mist settling deep in my throat. By now I was close enough to see their expressions, 
filled with shock and disbelief. 


“We must go,” Breha said, lowering her voice. Those three words were a stab to my heart. 
My body heaved with angry breaths. I couldn’t believe that my friends, the ones I had held 
dear, were trying to betray me. I was alone in the room. I was the only one. Yet they were 
running from me as though I was some sort of monster. “Obi-Wan will keep her safe, but we 
must go.” 


“T said no, Breha,” I said, trying futilely to control my emotions. My nails bit into my 
palms as my fists clenched even tighter. It stung, but it was nothing compared to what I felt 
deep in my chest. I reached the edge of the stairs, where I was only 2 metres away from them 
at most. 


“Padmé, you must come with us,” Breha began to step backwards, through the rolling 
clouds of mist. 


“T can’t.” I shook my head. I wouldn’t even entertain the idea this time. I had made my 
decision. There was only one way to save Anakin and keep the twins safe. I would not back 
down. 


“Luke,” I started, my voice wavering as he looked to me, “Leia.” 


A quiet sob broke free from my chest as Leia, too, met my gaze. Luke turned to Obi-Wan, 
his expression twisted with confusion. 


“Ben, tell me what’s going on. Why is she here?” 


Obi-Wan shook his head, not even acknowledging his question. He grasped Luke’s arm 
gently and tugged him towards the doorway. Breha began to back towards it, with Leia beside 
her. “We must leave, Luke, before the Empire’s forces arrive. We must escape.” 


“She’s here though! Darth Vader isn’t! Why can’t we save her?” Luke asked, pointing to 
me. 


“She refused to be saved, Luke. There’s nothing we can do. We must leave.” I could see 
him reach for his lightsaber. The metal reflected a spectral shard of light as his hand brushed 
against it. Luke looked at me in confusion. I quickly brushed away one stray tear. My throat 
was tight, my very soul ached. I was standing in front of them, so close to having the twins in 
my arms, and he was wrenching them away. 


“Obi-Wan,” I whispered, shaking my head, “Don’t do this.” 


Another tear escaped and rolled down my face. He did not even cast me a glance. I only let 
them take one more step towards the exit. Rage shot through me. My hand shook even more 
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violently, my eyes narrowed. I could not believe it. Obi-Wan, taking them from me. Without a 
care for my feelings, without hearing me, without even a hint of guilt from the past. I had 
called him my friend. The very word sickened me. 


“You failed Anakin, and then you tried to take me from him,” I growled, each word louder 
than the last, “I want my family, my children. You will not take them from me.” 


I grit my teeth. Anakin’s words, from so many years ago, echoed in my mind. I had 
grappled with my consciousness. I had felt my body floating on the edge of reality. Yet, I had 
heard them so very clearly. 


You will not take her from me! 


I understood now. I felt his anger and his frustration in my own heart. I felt the same 
possessiveness, throbbing through my body with every beat of my heart. I did not want them 
to be ripped from my grasp, before I even had the chance to live a life with them. I wanted to 
hold them close, to protect them from the threats they faced as they fled the Emperor’s 
cruelty... to apologize for leaving them alone in the Galaxy. I bristled. 


Luke and Leia both stopped. They looked at each other, their eyes shining in the azure 
light. Luke backed away from Obi-Wan and Breha, his expression pained. Leia simply looked 
on blankly. 


“You... lied,” he said, glancing to me then back to Obi-Wan, I could hear the hurt in his 
voice, “You said it was nothing.” 


For a moment we all stood in silence. I stared at his face, willing him to come to me. Every 
sinew in my body hoped he would continue walking. I couldn’t bear to hear the ache in his 
soft voice, or to see the pain in his eyes. It felt like a vibroblade to my heart. They hadn’t told 
him about me. Worse, they had lied to him. I tried to breathe slowly. My breath shook as I 
exhaled. I couldn’t fathom that the ones I would’ve trusted with my life were willing to lie to 
‘protect’ my children. 


Luke tugged his arm away from Obi-Wan and sidestepped from them. “She said her 
children. Who is she really?” 


Breha pressed her lips together and gripped Leia’s hand. I waited for the answer to come. I 
begged it to come. 


Tell him. I repeated the words in my mind endlessly. 
“Tell me!” Luke plead, pressing both his hands to his temples. 


“She’s...” Breha inhaled. She took a moment to meet Obi-Wan’s gaze. The few seconds of 
silence seemed like an eternity. “She’s your mother.” 


The words flooded me with relief. He knew the truth now. Anger still nipped at my 
stomach, but finally, he knew the truth. Luke looked stunned. His violet stained face turned to 
me, catching the shimmer of the crystals. For what seemed like hours we just looked to each 
other. A quivering smile took hold as I was finally able to see his face clearly. I let my eyes 
trace over every strand of his blonde hair, every crest of his face. 


He started walking towards me, eyes filled with a bittersweet sadness. 
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“Luke! Don’t!” Leia called, lurching for him and just barely missing his arm. I closed my 
eyes and swallowed, trying to ignore the fact that the first words I had ever heard my 
daughter speak were against me. The torrent of sadness was almost too much. I clutched a 
hand to my chest as Luke looked over his shoulder at her. A jolt of fear took my breath away. 
For a moment I thought that he would change his mind. Instead, he cast his head down and 
continued his procession towards me. 


“You are risking your life if you go, Luke,” Obi-Wan said, placing a hand on his shoulder 
as he passed. He shrugged it off and paused. 


“You lied, Ben.” His voice was harsh, unforgiving. He didn’t look at either of them. “You 
lied to me. The Force told me exactly what I was supposed to do. It showed me with my 
mother.” 


“Come back, Luke. You cannot trust them.” 

Luke threw his hands up. “I can’t trust you, Ben. So who am I supposed to trust?” 
Obi-Wan’s hand fell to his side, his tattered robes rippling for a moment. 

“She is a part of the Empire now. She is your enemy.” 


Luke opened his mouth again. He didn’t say anything at first. The mist fountain hissed in 
the silence, roaring in my ears as I waited for him to reply. 


“Then I guess I am your enemy, too.” Luke frowned. His gaze lingered on Leia for a 
moment, before he turned and continued towards me. 


I watched Breha and Obi-Wan. Breha was just as stone faced as Leia, but Obi-Wan’s eyes 
scanned the room. He refused to meet my gaze. Every time he came close, his stormy grey 
irises jerked away to another distant corner of the room. My eyes followed Luke as he walked 
ever closer. He was barely an arm’s length from me. I blinked back to the first time I had seen 
him. I had never held him close. I had never even held his hand. I shut my eyes tightly for a 
moment, trying to chase away tears. A heavy block of duracrete had lodged itself in my 
throat. 


I reached out my arms for him. The clouds of mist swirled around them, glimmering with 
the dusky colours. He smiled at me softly, his eyes as tearful as my own. I closed my eyes and 
before I could open them again, his arms had wrapped around me. At first, my mind was still 
frought with disbelief. I worried that he would decide to turn back towards Breha and Obi- 
Wan; that he would fear me the way his sister had. But everything melted away. I felt 
complete. Warm energy radiated from him, soothing my raw nerves. A smile tugged at the 
comers of my mouth. I breathed, trying to capture everything about the moment. I wanted to 
know every second I had missed of his life. I realized that I could. We were together now, at 
last. He pulled away and I let myself smile at him. His cerulean eyes, almost the exact same 
as Anakin’s, twinkled with joy. I laughed softly. It mingled with the sadness that scorched my 
throat. 


I looked back to where the other three stood. Leia’s shoulders were tensed in what seemed 
to be anger. Her eyes shot fire, she seemed ready to spit venom. I exhaled, hoping to avoid the 
pain as it bubbled up once more, deep in the pit of my stomach. 
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“Leia, I don’t want to hurt you. Believe me. I just want to have you with me. I just want to 
have my family, for once,” I said. I tried to even out my voice. It threatened to break again. 
The mist weighed in my throat, sucking the energy from my words. “Please.” 


“No,” she replied, holding onto Breha. I moved my gaze to her. Her eyes burned with fire, 
despite the frigid hues around us. “You’re with him. Do you know what he did to me? Do you 
know what the Empire has done to us?” 


Breha leaned in closer to Leia. Her lips moved, but the hissing of the mist drowned the 
words out. I put a hand to my forehead. I didn’t know everything, but I knew enough. It was 
just as I had feared. 


“T know,” I said, realizing it was a mere whisper. I repeated myself, above the ambient 
noises around us. 


“T know, and I’m sorry.” 


Leia’s face contorted into a scowl. She glared at Breha, then back to me. I could see her 
fists clenched at her sides. They gripped the blue fabric of her dress unrelentingly. 


“You don’t know,” she snapped, releasing the fabric, “What he has done is unforgivable.” 


I couldn’t deny her feelings. I knew Anakin had hurt her just as deeply as he had hurt me. I 
had to make her see who I was, though. I had to bring her to me. Yet I didn’t know how. It 
didn’t seem possible. I felt as though I was at the bottom of the pits just outside, reaching up 
the slippery walls, scrambling for a foothold. Her resolve was seemingly unbreakable. Her 
words were filled with a power that I did not have. 


The sound of heavy footsteps echoed down the corridor behind me. I spun around. Four 
Stormtroopers marched down the passage, emerging with Anakin behind them. His ventilator 
and the rushing of the mist clashed. I threw out my arms in front of Luke instinctively, 
worried that they would attack. For a moment, all I could feel was ice, cold fear. I gulped 
down the humid air. The Stormtroopers continued forward, past Luke and I. I hesitantly 
stepped around Luke. By the time I had, they stood in the shadows around the centre alcove. 
Their white armour was shrouded in darkness and their weapons were trained on Breha, Obi- 
Wan, and Leia. A synchronized click sounded as they prepared to fire. I could see fear dart 
across Leia’s features as she clung to Breha. I realized with another rush of fear that she had 
pulled out a blaster, her eyes beginning to blaze even brighter. 


“Call them off,” I whispered, snapping my head to look at him. The inharmonious noise of 
the room screamed in my head. I turned around, my teeth clenched together so tightly I could 
barely speak. I could not win any longer. I could not have them both. Leia was lost now. She 
would rather fight to the death than come with me, and I could not lose her permanently. The 
very thought chilled me to the core. The battle was over, though the thought of losing her 
again sent a pang through me. I turned completely, only waiting a second for him to follow 
my order. 


I shook my head and stood taller, trying to match up to Anakin’s towering figure. 
“Call. Them. Off.” I said again. I was not going to ask a third time. “Let them go.” 


Anakin tilted his head to one side slightly. I waited. He waved a hand after a moment and 
his voice boomed through the plaza. “Fall back.” 
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I released my breath and let my muscles relax. They ached. The constant tension was 
beginning to freeze them. I took another breath. The ’troopers stepped back behind Anakin, 
his hand snapping down as they fell into perfect alignment to either side. I could hear the 
rustle of footsteps as Leia, Obi-Wan, and Breha no doubt hurried for the exit. I let out another 
heavy breath and stepped over to a small bench, collapsing into its unforgiving metal frame. I 
glanced to where they once stood; the ground now empty. They had already escaped outside. 


Luke sat down beside me. His eyes were fearful, but his expression was soft. I knew he 
feared Anakin. I myself still feared him. I was grateful he had chosen to trust me, though. I 
guessed he felt the same doubt deep in his gut, wrenching it from side to side. The path he 
was walking now was one of pain and uncertainty. I knew, as I was already walking it. 


“Thank you. I missed you so very much, Luke,” I said softly, placing a hand on his 
shoulder. The name left my lips with a bittersweet tinge. My soul was beginning to ache less, 
despite all that I had been through. His face beside mine, his gentle smile, was a balm for my 
war-torn psyche. I placed a hand to my face to catch another tear. I regretted letting Leia go, 
though I knew I had no other choice. I couldn’t have let Anakin try to capture her, I couldn’t 
have subjected her to that. I smiled at Luke, whose expression was still lost and fretful. 


I looked to Anakin, who still stood a few metres away. The vapour swirled around us and 
shrouded him in shadow. 


“Find her,” I said, my words fragile, “We have to find her again.” 
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for the past 2 months and I am still dealing with so many issues. I hope this update helps. Lots 
of xoxo and thank you for sticking with me! 
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Luke said nothing. He sat beside me with head tilted to the floor, a faint shiver rolling 
through him. Anakin’s breath echoed in the cavernous room. I let out a breath, the mist 
swirling about us. I did not know what to say. Even if I had the words to speak, I felt my 
voice would falter. For a moment of such importance, it had failed to fix my damaged soul 
entirely. I was grateful beyond words to have my son beside me at last, yet I could feel the 
bitter anguish at losing my daughter once more. I studied Luke; his soft blond hair, his tall 
figure. I could see his profile, though not his face. It reminded me of my own father, the soft 
ridges and warm complexion traits my family had in abundance. 


“Mother,” he mumbled, his vibrant blue eyes suddenly meeting mine. It startled me for a 
moment. Not only had I forgotten what it was like to be around Force-sensitives — their 
sudden movements and agility almost unnatural for someone not gifted — but they were the 
same colour as Anakin’s had once been, so many years before. 


“Yes?” I held out a hand, tentatively. I didn’t know if he would take it, but to my surprise, 
he did. His hand was worn and rough, as though he had been labouring for years. Yet beneath 
the callouses it was supple and warm. 


“T’m sorry.” The words were soft, almost inaudible. For a moment I was taken aback. I 
looked at him, first wondering if I had heard him, then wondering why he could possibly be 
apologising to me. The mist curled around our hands. 


“Why are you apologising, Luke?” I scanned his features. A tinge of sadness surfaced in 
his eyes. The corners of his mouth fell as he shook his head. His face turned towards Anakin, 
but quickly snapped back to me. 


“For hurting you.” He shrugged. I tugged his hand lightly and looked up to Anakin, who 
still stood at a distance. Rays of light cascaded from the windows, settling on his onyx 
armour. Luke’s words resonated within me, guilt bubbling to the surface. He was already 
apologising for something he did not know. For a moment, when I looked at Anakin’s mask, I 
felt fear. I had told myself endlessly that there was still good in him. I had given him my trust. 
Now, as my son sat beside me, I feared my decision. I questioned my ability to keep him safe, 
the sandy-haired boy I had lost for nineteen years. I did not want to lose him, but I did not 
want to endanger him. I wondered if I was endangering them all, his sister, my old friends, 
simply by standing beside Anakin. I did not want to believe that was the truth. The thoughts 
chured inside my heart, a tempest I could not control. I bit my cheek, trying to hide the 
distress I felt building inside me. 
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Luke shivered beside me more violently. I watched him for a moment, then placed the 
back of my hand on his cheek. It was frigid. I recoiled. His cheeks were pale, the warm 
rosiness flooding out. I unclasped my cloak, as quickly as I could with my tense hands, and 
swept it around him. It happened in moments, before I had even grasped what I was doing. 
He gave me a grateful smile. He still looked ill, exhausted. 


“You don’t have to apologise to me, Luke. You don’t ever have to apologise.” 


I turned to ask Anakin to take us back to the ship — to care for Luke, to create a plan to 
find Leia — but he had already vanished down the long hallway. I swallowed; something was 
wrong. An officer stood in his place. He saw me staring, meeting my gaze before 
approaching. 


“Where has he gone?” 
“I’m not sure, milady, but he has arranged a return to the ship. If you wish.” 


I nodded, glancing to Luke to be sure he did not disagree. He was wrapped in my cloak, 
his eyes and mop of blond hair peering out. His sea-blue irises watched as the man walked 
away. They darted back to me, crinkling slightly at the corners. For the first time in ages, I 
smiled. Despite all the worry, the tumultuous emotions that pounded my psyche, the sight of 
him huddled beneath my cloak brought me joy. I exhaled, knowing that despite everything, I 
would not be alone. 


The shuttle had brought us alone off planet. Not a single officer could tell me where 
Anakin had gone, and a large part of me did not want to know. He was still unpredictable, still 
plagued with years of indulging his darkest emotions. A small part of my mind nagged me 
that he was going to find Leia, that he was going to try and stop her from escaping the planet 
even if she fought back. I shook the thought away, but it would not leave. It remained, 
lingering in the shadows of my mind. The ship shuddered beneath us. I peered through the 
viewport, the silhouette of the Star Destroyer growing ever larger. The sun’s rays poured 
around it and sparkled against the transparisteel. I let out a sigh, still thinking. I clasped my 
hands together in my lap. 


“Mother?” Luke asked, readjusting the cloak around his muscular frame. “Are you 
alright?” 


I looked at him, puzzled by his empathy. He seemed more aware of my emotional state 
than I was. More importantly than that, he held no judgment on me. He acted as if I had been 
there with him for years, as though I had seen his face every morning and told him goodnight 
every evening. As though I had been his mother every day of his life. 


“T’m fine, Luke,” I replied, sending him a small smile. He didn’t seem convinced, instead 
looking at me inquisitively. “Why did you think you hurt me before?” 


“T hurt you, I know. The Force told me to come back to you, and I didn’t listen. It showed 
me with you, in dreams. Now that I am here, I feel at home. I don’t know how to describe it. 
It’s what I wanted to feel when I was little, instead of feeling... lonely.” He shook his head 
and dropped it towards the floor. He scuffed his boots against the grey metal floors. “It’s 
ridiculous.” 
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My heart began to ache at his confession, at the honesty. “You never hurt me.” I replied 
softly. I hesitated, unsure of myself despite the warm expression I was maintaining. “I am just 
glad you are safe. I am glad you are with me.” 


He nodded. 


I rested a hand on his shoulder. My eyes wandered around the small cabin and my thoughts 
floated freely. I remembered Naboo, walking through Theed’s many verandas and plazas with 
Anakin by my side. The air was floral, the sun radiant. I could almost feel the cool mist of the 
waterfalls and fountains as it drizzled onto our faces. Anakin had asked me so many questions 
by the time we neared the Palace, but I had held a bittersweet longing in my heart for my 
family. My thoughts had constantly gone back to my sister and her children, how I had 
dreamed of it since I was young. It was then I had thought I’d realised just how much I had 
sacrificed to become a Senator. It was only now that I realised the true depth of my decision. I 
absentmindedly traced the Royal Seal on my dress, the shimmering fabric rough beneath my 
fingertips. 


I watched Luke quietly, his eyes watching as the Star Destroyer approached. He had 
stopped shivering entirely now. I could see the suspense in him as we continued to draw 
closer. His shoulders began to stiffen; his tranquil face began to frown slightly. A wisp of 
guilt wrapped itself around my heart. I did not want him to be afraid. I did not want to see 
him fear everything around him. 


“Tt will be alright, Luke,” I said. “They are on our side.” 
He turned his head to me, suddenly. I startled. 


“Whose side?” He asked, quietly. I thought over the question for a moment, not sure how 
to answer. They were the Empire; there was no doubt about that. But they were not the same 
Empire I disdained. They had proven themselves different. They had kept me safe. Whether 
out of fear or respect of Anakin, they were keeping us safe. 


“They are the Empire,” I paused, “But they serve us, not the Emperor.” 


“Why are they serving us?” He looked confused. He relaxed, the cloak falling off his right 
shoulder. He pulled it away and left it resting over his other shoulder. “Why are they going to 
listen to you?” 


I realised with a cold chill that he did not know about Anakin. He didn’t know about his 
father, he knew nothing of why I had stayed by the side of who he knew as a Sith Lord, cruel 
and heartless. There was no possibility Obi-Wan had told him. 


“What do you know of your father?” I asked, trying to approach the situation delicately. I 
could only imagine what he had been through so far, only to have his entire world changed in 
one day. 


“Ben told me...” He trailed off, his lips crumpling in thought. “He told me my father was a 
great Jedi, he gave me his lightsaber.” 


His lightsaber? 1 thought, another chill passing through me. I thought back to Coruscant, 
the younglings, the Jedi Temple. A wave of nausea clawed at my stomach. I scanned his taupe 
woven belt, wondering how I had missed it. There was not even the faintest sign of the 
cylindrical hilt I knew so well. 
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“Do you still have it, Luke?” 


He nodded and reached into his tunic, pulling it from behind the front panel. It glimmered 
in his hands. The fluorescent lighting above gave it an almost ethereal glow, as though it were 
not really there. I reached out a hand and caught myself, pulling it back. He held it out 
towards me. I rested my palm against the metal. It was warm from being beside his heart, far 
from the cold I was expecting. 


“1 didn’t want Vader to see it.” 


I nodded blankly, overwhelmed by the emotion that it brought to see his lightsaber again. 
To have it within my reach, just as I had before. A silent tear fell onto the sleeve of my gown. 
Luke turned my hand over and set the lightsaber into my palm. He said nothing, but I could 
see by his face he was concerned. 


“Thank you,” I whispered, barely able to call upon my voice. I brought it into my lap and 
held it in both hands. The black ridges were the same as I had remembered, each groove and 
indentation the same. I had studied it often, borrowed it from him in the spur of the moment. 
A brief memory flashed in my mind’s eye. I skipped through the halls of Varykino with it in 
my hand, holding onto it for dear life. He followed me, laughing and trying to steal it back 
from me until we both were utterly exhausted. The evening sun glittered against the warmed 
metal, Anakin held me close, still trying to steal it away. I smiled wistfully. 


The shuttle rolled beneath our feet and I snapped back to reality. The icy durasteel 
suddenly stung and I dropped the ’saber. It clattered to the ground. Luke’s eyes met mine in a 
flash and he quickly scooped the lightsaber up. He glanced it over quickly, then cradled it in 
his lap as though it were a child. It was silent for a moment. 


“He was a great Jedi,” I said, staring ahead into the grey hull of the Star Destroyer. “They 
thought he would bring balance to the Force, one day.” I shook my head. 


“Ben told me all about him. I’m sorry.” His expression suddenly contorted into confusion. 
I watched him ponder, waiting for him to speak again. Instead, he furrowed his brow slightly 
and looked away. 


“What is it, Luke?” I asked, my voice tempered. 


“He told me that Darth Vader killed my father. When I saw you there with him, I knew it 
wasn’t true. I just don’t know what happened to him now. Nobody ever told me the truth.” 


“Not everyone knows the truth,” I replied. The words were soft, quickly fading into the 
whirr of the engines. 


“They should. He was brave, fighting for the Republic. The Empire is oppressive. It’s 
brutal. I wish Anakin had succeeded in saving the Galaxy. I wish he was still alive.” 


I inhaled sharply. My breath stuck in my chest, a lump of ice that rested just below my 
throat. I let my eyes close for a moment. I needed to tell Luke the truth about Anakin, but just 
hearing his name sent a chill down my spine. Just thinking about his fall again brewed a 
nauseating mix of emotions in my stomach. I pressed my lips together, so hard they began to 
burn. I stared ahead. 
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“Tell me. Please. Tell me the truth.” My eyes met his. He had leaned forward slightly. His 
hands clutched Anakin’s lightsaber tightly. I did not want to disappoint him, to shatter his 
dreams of his father — the dreams I myself still believed. Yet I did not want to betray him the 
same way everyone else had. I took a measured breath and exhaled, preparing myself the 
same way I had before every Senate meeting, before every royal event. 


“Anakin is your father, Luke,” I began, pausing to collect my words, “And he is alive.” 
His eyes widened. “He’s alive? Where is he? Do you know?” 

“He’s on Mygeeto, right now,” I replied, my voice getting ever quieter. 

“How?” He mouthed. 


I swallowed, regaining my strength. “Your father is Anakin Skywalker — but he is also 
Darth Vader.” 
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